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If a man does not keep pace with his companions, perhaps it is because
he hears a different drummer. Let him step to the music he hears, however
measured or far away.
-Henry David Thoreau
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When does a life bend toward freedom? grasp its direction?
How do you know you're not circling in pale dreams, nostalgia,
stagnation
malachite, colorado
but entering that deep current
requiring all your strength wherever found
your patience and your labor
desire pitted against desire's inversion
all your mind's fortitude?
Maybe through a teacher: someone with facts with numbers
with poetry
who wrote on the board: IN EVERY GENERATION ACTION FREES
OUR DREAMS.
-Adrienne Rich
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INTRODUCTION
Being a woman in the 1960s and 1970s must have been an extraordinary
thing. The times were turbulent, filled with chaos and change. The globe
pulsed with mayhem and newness. Women were grappling with an emerging
feminist movement, getting their heads together, figuring out where they
stood on issues like the Equal Rights Amendment, the Pill, and Roe v.
Wade, trying to liberate themselves, men, everybody. Race relations were
being seen for what they were: strained, fake, embittered. Women were
making connections between racism and sexism, pointing an accusatory
finger at something called a "patriarchy."
It seemed like the globe was falling apart. The Vietnam War raged.
Kennedy was killed. In a few quick blows the world saw the dream of
Camelot demolished. A bullet silenced Dr. Martin Luther King's dream of
racial harmony soon after. But while the globe seemed ripped at its seams,
many young people pulled together, to protest the craziness, the bigotry,
the violence.
Being a woman during this time must have been extraordinary.
But what was it like to be an extraordinary woman?
Uniqueness doesn't come in degrees. It is easy to spot a one-of-a-kind
person; they stand out. There is no grey area.
The following five women are extraordinary. They are unique. They stand
out. I wanted to know their stories.
These women spent their youths doing things others only fantasize
about. Ruth Whitney packed her bags in her small Midwestern town of
Quincy, Illinois, and jumped on a Peace Corps plane to Ghana, West Africa.
Cathy Cordone quit her job and took off to backpack through Europe. Maria
Vesperi learned before she graduated from high school that she was going
to be a mother----then she got a Ph.D. from Princeton. Iris Rose Hart
single-handedly integrated her high school. Linda Harper crawled through
tear gas as Chicago rioted during the 19 68 Democratic National
Convention.
All five share some common attributes. Each was dedicated to changing
what was wrong in America in the 1960s and 1970s. Some----not all---are still just as committed to social issues. Each woman felt that she was
in some way set apart from the mainstream, that something prevented her
from "fitting in," be it blackness, or lesbianism, or being from another
country. Or growing up in a dysfunctional family. Or being a mom. Or
2

lonely.
Footloose. Pissed-off.
Notice how many times these five women make comments about being
"different," "isolated," "strays," "not fitting in." Some even remember
being improperly dressed for the revolution: pumps instead of sandals,
short hair instead of long, straight, parted-down-the-middle-with-aflower-tucked-behind-her-ear.
But who can get these things right without a dress code?
They didn't fit in. They went against the grain. A woman riding a
motorcycle in the 1990s commands attention. Cathy Cordone, the child of
respectable, proper British parents, tooled around on one twenty years
ago.
All of them agree: they did something unique. But Iris Rose Hart shrugs
off the "trailblazer" label, insisting she just wanted to go to a good
school. Maria Vesperi concedes her teen-age motherhood during college
was "out of the ordinary," but seems unimpressed by her own bravery. Ruth
Whitney says her main concern was with "saving the world."
They agree on this, too: the times were changing. These women were a
part of something gigantic. They had power. Linda Harper calls those years
a "sea swell" that changed her forever. Cathy Cordone says no matter how
corny it sounds, they were part of a revolution.
Each woman, hearing her own drum, marched a unique path through the
turbulence to the present----paving the way for young women like me.
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Maria Vesperi, 43, is a professor of anthropology at New College in
Sarasota. Petite, with long, dark hair and dark eyes, Maria seems two
extremes at once, an earthy hippie-type and a brainy academic. She is
both. Conversation with her is lively, funny, and often intense, peppered
with anecdotes about the decline of America's economic base, or Poland's
uncontrolled industrial development and its effect on the water there.
Wait a minute more and you may hear a wisecrack about yuppies.
She was raised in Milford, Massachusetts, which, Maria says, is "a fairly
unpleasant little mill town. Without the mills anymore." Her adopted
father Arthur was a politically active Teamsters union organizer who
worked as a truancy officer and social worker for the school system. His
wife Mary was a homemaker who had been a teacher until she married in
the 1940s. Women at that time could not legally keep their teaching
careers once they acquired husbands. An adamant feminist, with a Master's
Degree in Education, Mary deeply resented this. It's a story Maria heard
many times as a child.
Both parents were in their mid-40s when Maria came into their lives,
which seemed to work well. Their wisdom and maturity allowed them to
respect their energetic and curious daughter with the nose for trouble.
When Maria became pregnant in high school, her parents were among the
few who supported her, encouraging her to stay in school all the way
through a Princeton-issued Ph.D.
Arthur, who considered himself a socialist, was involved in labor
politics from the time Maria was a child. Both parents were deeply
committed to pacifism and civil rights. Maria recalls a family story told
by her parents which influenced her feelings on such issues:

My parents----from our little town in Massachusetts, it's kind of
laughable, really, to think about----but, back when they were young, there
was a big division between the Irish and Italians. My dad was from an
Italian family and my mom was from an Irish family. In 7933, when they
were both young adults----my parents were a lot older, too----there was
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a town meeting----they still have town meetings there. It had to be
broken up by the National Guard. The Irish and Italian voters started
throwing folding chairs at each other. Both of my parents were at that
meeting. They didn't know each other at the time. They were on opposing
sides----They weren't throwing anything----but for both of them,
separately, that seemed to be some sort of apocryphal event to their
understanding of bias and racism and just the idea of social prejudice. It
was a story they always told me from the time I was a really little kid
about how absurd that sort of thing was.

Maria's father was outspoken and "hot-tempered." When Maria was in
high school, he frequently cornered her friends, espousing political views
and advice. Sometimes discussions with young people erupted into
shouting matches. Arthur insisted on personal involvement in social
issues:

Unlike a lot of my friends whose parents freaked out when they said
they didn't want to go to Vietnam, my father was a very committed
pacifist. I remember him having some conversations with friends of mine
in high school. One conversation around the feasibility of this guy moving
to Canada for a while, another conversation with one of my black friends
who was starting to get involved with heroin. I came home one day and he
and my dad were having this shouting match in the driveway. And I
thought, "Uh oh, " because my father was kind of hot-tempered, you know. I
get close enough to hear it and he was telling the kid he should move to
Boston, and take up with the Black Panthers. He should do something with
his life, that he was feeling sorry for himself, sitting around doing drugs
and he should get out there and do something socially useful. So my view
on this sort of thing is not something I took up to spite my parents or to
be different. I grew up hearing discussions about politics and why it was
important to be involved.

Maria can't remember a time that social issues were not a part of her
6
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life. Her father's job as a social worker for the school system brought
glimpses of poverty into Maria's sight:

What he did was investigate the problems of the kids who weren't going
to school. He would come home, ask me to get all my shoes that were too
small, telling me that this kid wasn't going to school because she didn't
have any shoes. I think I was in the third grade. That sort of experience... /
can't remember a time I became aware of these things. I just always
would hear this kind of stuff.

In 1965, Maria entered Milford High School. She had begun reading leftist
newspapers like the Boston Avatar, the East Village Other, and Muhammad
Speaks, a paper put out by the Nation of Islam. Anything she could get her
hands on, she read, having decided she wanted to write for such
publications herself:

I was real impressed with this stuff. My big fantasy was to quit high
school and go write for one of these papers, but that didn't go over that
well at home. So, instead, I would do things, you know, go to marches, skip
school and go into Boston, hang around whatever was going on.

Maria's friends were as political as she. She says she got into a "lot of
trouble" because of this in high school, until her parents sent her to a
private school called Walnut Hill School, where she did not "fit in." At
Walnut Hill, Maria got a "real sense of class politics." Disenchanted, she
sometimes skipped school for the day and went to Boston, trying to sneak
into the Unicorn Coffee House on Boylston Street, a place where Bob Dylan
frequently played.
Maria wasn't able to do be as politically active as she wanted to be,
mostly because of her youth. So, she protested in resourceful ways, even
if this meant being an irritant to the local draft board:
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1 did a little canvassing for Gene McCarthy as a junior in high school. I
did a lot of stuff with the local draft board. We used to call up and leave
the phone off the hook. There were all these things coming out then, guides
on what to do to cause problems with the local draft board. That was a
good one. We used to send them stuff in the mail, queries, you know,
"Please send me some information, " on a big old brick or piece of wood.
They had to store anything that they received for a certain period of time,
any correspondence. So, the idea was to send them something that was a
pain to keep. This was all 7967, 7968. It's little stuff, but it's what a high
school kid could do.

In 1969, Maria became pregnant in her senior year of high school. She
married her boyfriend John Calagione, the baby's father, two weeks after
she graduated. He was entering his second year at the University of
Massachusetts at Amherst. Maria was beginning her first. John, Maria, and
their Great Dane puppy moved into a small apartment in Amherst. Maria's
daughter Corinna was born at the end of her first semester.
Amherst proved to be a much more politically active climate than
Milford, which pleased Maria. With Vietnam and the invasion of Cambodia,
the political climate in the country had become volatile:

Things were starting to heat up. You didn't have to work too hard to find
something to do. These military recruiters used to show up and we would
just form these human chains, you know, and stand there for hours. I guess
the whole thing culminated in my junior year with the things that were
going on around the invasion of Cambodia. And the Three Day Moratorium.
There was plenty of activity.

While living in Amherst, Maria attended labor politics meetings, but
found it strange that many who organized and ran the meetings were as
8

young as she:

That always kind of struck me as strange. I used to have a lot of
problems with some of the people who would go out and try to organize
factory workers, because I would say to them, "Hey these guys don't want
to hear what you have to say. They're adults. You're like 18, 79-years-old.
What are you going to tell them that they don't know?"

Around this time Maria began focusing her energy on class issues,
deciding that they, along with racial issues, were America's most
pressing concerns. The U-Mass campus at Amherst was "pretty much a
white school" Maria says. She was disappointed with the homogeneous
environment. But, while Maria was there, the school developed its first
African-American studies program. Maria took many classes, but noted
that other students were not as receptive:

I took a lot of courses. A lot of great speakers came. That was when Bill
Cosby was getting his Ph.D. from the U-Mass School of Education, and he
sponsored things. There were things to go to but as far as my peers, I was
a little disappointed. I was a lot disappointed in the attitude.

In 1969, as a young, pregnant woman, Maria realized she was doing
something out of the ordinary by going to college. Though she felt it was
the right thing to stay in school and continue her academic career, she
encountered much bias at U-Mass. Professors, mostly but not all male,
encouraged her to drop out of college to raise a family. Maria was
surprised that other female students on campus, some in the women's
movement, found fault with her. Feminism, for Maria, seemed like
something she wanted to be involved with, but her peers weren't exactly
spreading their arms open to welcome her. In fact, they were criticizing
her for contributing to overpopulation:
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My mother always talked about being a feminist and she remembered
when women got the vote... So, I thought, here I am, doing what I can
do... side from my parents, most of the people in my home town----the
girls that I knew, a lot of them had dropped out of school by the time they
were 75 or 76. I knew a lot of people who had kids. I realized I was doing
something a little different. I didn't know any other pregnant people. I
never met anyone else until my senior year who was pregnant, in this like
20-some thousand student body... / didn't get a good reception from other
women. I remember this one day I was walking to class and it was a long
walk to me when I was about 8 months pregnant, from one class to the
next. I was kind of trudging along. This person came up to me, somebody
my age. She had a great big Planned Parenthood button on. She started
yelling at me----1 mean a complete stranger----saying I was contributing
to world overpopulation and did I realize what I was doing? My response
was to get mad. I ran into that sort of thing a lot.

Maria decided to give the U-Mass women's movement a chance by
attending several consciousness-raising groups that feminists on campus
had organized, but found the messages there remarkably formulaic. Women
in these groups concentrated on being oppressed by men. Maria, as a
married mother, felt alienated:

I thought that was good. I started trying to go to those, and again, the
message at the time----well, I realize now, maturity has something to do
with this, but nevertheless, that was my peer group----the message
seemed to be, "Men are bad. We're oppressed." (pause) First of all, I was
married so the Men Are Bad question----/ was a little beyond that, or it
was irrelevant to my situation. Plus, you know, being from a workingclass background----most of the people I heard saying this were middle
class girls who really didn't have a care in the world, you know? That
started to alienate me to where I felt, you know, "Well, I really belong to a
radical fringe of this somewhere." The ideas of it, I appreciated, but there
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was something where I didn't fit in ... / eventually realized I had a lot more
in common with minority women as far as those feelings of, "You can have
a family and still be a person"... That lasted all the way through school and
it's certainly lasted through my professional experience too.

Maria says she believes these experiences limited her ability to be
active in the women's movement. "I've heard people say to me, "Well,
you're not a feminist." I have to laugh."
Maria was a member of the Commonwealth Scholars, an honors program
on campus. She was assigned an advisor, an anthropology professor who
suggested Maria take an anthropology seminar to meet the program's
semester requirement. The first day of the seminar, Maria walked into the
classroom and found herself taking a course on Symbolic Theory and
Religion and Ritual, which is still the anthropological area she is most
interested in, almost 30 years later. The course was taught by Professor
Nancy Munn. Munn would have an impact on Maria's life both professionally
and personally:

She was a very tall, slender, beautiful woman. Single. She seemed old
but I guess she was not. She was very kind of remote. She had a reputation
for being not too friendly... She was a great teacher. After about three
weeks of school she said to me, "I'd like to see you in my office after
class." I was scared. You know? I thought, "Damn, we didn't even have a
test yet and I'm already in trouble. What did I do?" I thought I was keeping
up, raising my hand and stuff. I went in there and she said, "I see you're
pregnant. "...She said, "Well, what does this mean to your career?"

Maria said that she didn't know how her pregnancy would affect her
career. The two had a "big talk." Professor Munn said that when she went
to graduate school in the 1950s, she was led to believe that a woman
could have either a family or a career, never both. Munn, who chose a
career, told Maria that she was happy to see evidence that that was
starting to change. She also told Maria that she had confidence in her:
11
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She said she thought I was a serious student, and that she would be
supportive. I think that made a big difference, I know that made a big
difference in my life. I took a lot of courses with her. She gave me a lot of
good advice on graduate school.

Maria says she got no encouragement from other professors regarding
graduate school, not she says, because she was a woman, but specifically
because she was a mother. After one male professor informed her, "You
have a family. You don't need to go to graduate school," she was stunned,
hurt and angry:

I had been elected to Phi Beta Kappa in my junior year. I graduated Suma
Cum Laude. And I got a full-scholarship to Princeton. I felt, "What else do I
have to do with this crowd?"

Professor Munn was the only source of support on campus. But Maria's
parents were also a source of comfort:

They were great. They were real happy that I got a fellowship and they
didn't have to pay for tuition ~aughs) They were real good about it. They
were real supportive. They were a lot older. I think they had some respect.
They were happy that I went to college. They could see that if I hadn't done
that I would've ended up probably really getting into a lot of trouble.

Maria says, despite the critical feedback from everyone around her since
she had first become pregnant, she never considered dropping out of high
school or canceling her college plans. In fact, she says it never even
crossed her mind. From the time she very young, she was aware that a
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person like herself, someone with opinions, who wanted to be heard,
needed credentials in order for people to listen:

1 saw the alternative. I had friends who started dropping out of high
school and getting married when they were 75. They were married to these
losers. They ended up working at the local soda shop or whatever. I didn't
want to do that... Besides, I realized if I was going to be able to do
anything, I was going to have to have some credibility behind me. I was
always shooting my mouth off. I thought if I had some credentials or
something, maybe somebody will listen to me. I started thinking that way
when I was very young.

Toward the end of the 1960s and during the 1970s, Maria remained
politically active, attending various marches and demonstrations against
the Vietnam War, and getting involved in welfare reform, which is still
very important to her:

This whole welfare thing is just absolutely bizarre. The idea of
withholding benefits from children because of some peculiar idea that
people have babies in order to get $200 a month!

Maria graduated from U-Mass, Amherst in 1973. She earned her Masters
degree from Princeton in 1975. That year she moved to Florida with
federal grants to do research for a book. She also began studying the
elderly in St. Petersburg. She moved to New York in 1977 and got an
apartment in Greenwich Village.
In 1978, after receiving her Ph.D. from Princeton, Maria took the first
job offer that came her way, a teaching position at the University of South
Florida in Tampa. She accepted the position, not initially out of a great
desire to teach, but because it offered her some financial stability:
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My grant was running out and my first husband and I had just split up and
1 had this daughter. It was a job.

She taught anthropology as a visiting assistant professor at USF for
three years. Then, in 198 1, the St. Petersburg Times was working on a
series on "the impact of grandiose plans for downtown St. Petersburg on
the elderly," which had been one aspect of the subject of Maria's
dissertation. An editor at the Times contacted Maria and asked her if she
would consult with them about the series. On summer vacation from
teaching, Maria agreed. She drove from her apartment in Tampa's Hyde Park
to the Times' St. Petersburg office many times, but the series never took
off. Eventually the editor working with Maria was fired. But she heard
from the newspaper again the following summer, when she received a
phone call from another editor requesting writing samples:

So I sent them this article I had written about nursing homes. They
called back and said, "Would you like to write some of these pieces?"... /
came over for the summer and worked with Pete Gallagher and Rick Ferro.
We did an 7 7-part-series. ("Growing Old In A New Downtown"). They ran it.
Then they offered me a job.

Maria put her teaching career on hold and went to work for the St.
Petersburg Times from 1981 until 1985 as a features writer:

It wasn't that I didn't like USF. It was that when I finished my Ph.D., I
was 26. I started teaching when I was 27, like a couple months later. I
thought, "Gee, I don't know very much. I guess I'm gonna just repeat this
over and over until I get real boring. " I saw this opportunity to do a new
thing.
14

Maria also wanted to hone her writing skills, to be able to communicate
more clearly her positions on current events:

People always said, "Your writing is pretty good for an academic," and 1
thought, Gee, I'd really like to be able to write the things I can say and not
have them come out like nobody wants to read it. That's why I started
doing it. It sort of took on a life of its own.

In 1985, Maria's first book, City of Green Benches: Growing Old in a New
Downtown, was published, a culmination of years of research for her
dissertation and the Times' series.
Maria's political wings were clipped by her new profession. However,
despite the newspaper's policy for reporters to remain objective and
apolitical, Maria managed to remain involved in community issues by
reporting about issues that mattered to her:

It was kind of a trade off for me because I had to stop the things I had
been doing like going to protests. So, I would go and cover them instead... /
would go to everything I could to cover it, and to write about it, and get it
exposure. But as far as participating, I really wasn't supposed to do that.

She found other low-profile ways to contribute to causes she respected:

I used to send anonymous money to things----cash. I used to do that a
lot. We weren't supposed to do that either... / felt that I wanted to support
things, and that wouldn't be too much of a compromise because they
couldn't trace it back to the paper.
15

Maria took a leave from the Times to teach at New College during the
1985-1986 academic year. When she returned to the newspaper, she moved
onto the editorial board, because her editors felt, and she agreed, that her
feature writing was too opinionated. Editorial writing allowed Maria to
write with her positions on issues right out in the open. At first, Maria
was the only woman on the board until the Evening Independent folded in
1986 and columnist Gretchen Letterman joined her. But what troubled
Maria more was that the Times's editorial board was all-white.
Maria enjoyed her journalism stint, even the good-natured newsroom
ribbing about both her leftist "radicalism" and her Ph.D. Occasionally,
working for a large corporation made her question if she had compromised
her principles. But, the ability to reach thousands of people on a regular
basis gave her a sense that she could accomplish quite a bit:

I always had some conflict about whether I was getting involved in this
big sell-out. Ultimately, when I thought about it and realized the number
of people who would respond to some of the things that I wrote, I felt like
this is something I can do. Reach more people.

Still, the grind of writing brief editorial essays day in and day out, with
little ability to get to the meat of the issues, irritated Maria:

I started to feel that doing editorial writing, that I wasn't really getting
in depth into things the way I wanted to. It was like everyday another
editorial. Some of the issues were way out of control. When I started
working for the Times, that was right at the beginning of the Reagan
administration... / remember the first big thing I did----besides the White
House conference on aging, which was a big eye opener for me----Judy
Hiller and I did a big investigative series on mental health services. It
was when Reagan was dismantling this branch of the National Institute of
16

Mental Health that used to be involved in oversight of federal money going
to community mental health programs.

Reagan began cutting federal funding to states for mental health
programs. Maria moved to Washington D.C. in 1991 and continued to write
for the Times. She saw firsthand the way the government worked, and
started feeling burned-out:

Seeing that, and seeing exactly how this process went was disturbing. It
gave me some insight into the depth of what was really going on. That just
continued unabated. It's continuing now. I guess being up in Washington,
being that close to it, I just got tired or something, as far as that went. I
started to feel that things I had to say really didn't make a difference. I
sort of changed my mind about that again, but at this point, it doesn't
matter because I felt I wasn't doing enough systematic thinking about
things.

In 1993, a teaching position opened up at New College. Though Maria
acknowledges that the St. Petersburg Times had been "awfully nice .. to
her, allowing her to do anything she needed, she decided to return to
teaching, and, she says, to thinking issues through more thoroughly, to
doing some reading and some different kind of writing. It would also allow
her to become politically active again, tending to issues involving the
elderly and to mental health issues, both of which she considers "societywide responsibilities."
Maria discussed these sort of responsibilities in a 199 5 talk on
linguistics that she gave at USF. While the class discussed black language,
the topic of slavery was brought up:

We were talking about the same tired old things people are still saying
about, "Well, my parents didn't have slaves. " That sort of thing. And, "I
17

don't feel guilty." I started thinking about that. I don't feel guilty but 1 do
feel responsible about it. Whether it's kids or some civil rights issue or
whoever, we're gonna sink or swim together.

Maria thinks that thinking too individualistically is a mistake:

1 think it's just such a misguided or false consciousness idea that
individuals can somehow isolate themselves or be yuppies and kind of
build this little wall around themselves. But that's not the way it works. I
feel those are the things that are important.

Maria feels that the current crop of college students, whose formative
years spanned the Reagan Administration, has been influenced by the right
wing propaganda of the Reagan years:

They really think----and there's no economic justification for this---but----that you might as well get rid of social security because "I'm going
to get this great job and I won't need that. 1"11 be able to save up." But it's
impossible. But because of the messages you put out over the time of
people's formative years, they're not ready to see that.

Maria thinks many young people today care as deeply as those in the
1960s about social issues. She suggests that it wasn't necessarily a
stronger commitment to issues that evoked social action back then, but a
feeling that change was possible, that protest was effective. Maria
recalls watching television with Corrina when she was in the 1Oth grade,
and seeing a program about the Greenhouse Effect. It was the first
information the two had heard about the subject. Maria remembers the
look on her daughter's face.
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She was shocked. I could see the look on her face at the idea that this
was a permanent global change. You know, I didn't have to deal with stuff
like that. .. Some of the issues are so enormous ... People's fear of tackling
them prevent any real impact. I think if you put all that together, it's very
understandable that people hesitate to----they don't know what to do. I
don't think it's lack of concern at all. I think people are very concerned.
some people don't know what they're concerned about, but they're
concerned about something. I look at the level of anxiety in them,
certainly among students, and it's very high.

Maria says children of the Baby Boom grew up with the knowledge that
the sheer size of their group demanded attention. Once united, especially
in protest, they could elicit panic in parents everywhere:

I have this idea----and I'm trying to write something about this---people my age, from the time they were really little kids----just being in
a group caused panic. Being in a baby boom group, I can remember when I
went to kindergarten, there wasn't enough space. We had to have our
kindergarten in the basement of the high school which was really funky.
Then they built this new school. I was in the first class at that new
school. Then, at every step of the way----they invented the Salk vaccine
for polio, they lined us all up like down the street, and around the corner
like mass inoculation. This is true. Everything we did, we were this huge
group that caused a panic among adults. And I think that we absorbed
something from that, a sense of power. Whenever we were together in a
group something happened. It certainly continued through college. I mean,
if you said, let's go over to Amherst Common and put up some signs and
get the cops to kick us out---/ mean, you know, we could do that. And I
think that that was one thing and another thing was we had a sense of
hope. Things we considered to be issues were issues that could be
reasonably be tackled by a group of people. We didn't know about this
environmental stuff. We didn't know about the levels of corruption in the
government that started to be revealed with Watergate and stuff like that.
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Maria enjoys seeing her students get involved in political and social
issues, though she doesn't always agree with their tactics:

Some of my students are very involved in political activism. Some of it
is good and some of it isn't very good. I know one guy----and I've had a
couple of real serious talks with him----his thing is he's going to high
schools around Sarasota trying to get kids to drop out. He thinks that---and he's not wrong in what he thinks----that the system is bad and the
education they're getting is poor, they could learn more at home. That's all
true----but the reality is you know, you don't have a high school diploma,
you're really screwed. I try to tell him, "This is an elitist perspective
you're coming from." But he doesn't see that. He's at one extreme you
know?

Though Maria is hopeful that young people in the 1990s feel responsible
about social issues, she cannot say the same for politicians, who, she
feels, see with only short-term vision; often they're aware of the
problem, but they just don't care. Their main objective is not to fix what's
broken, but to maintain power:

If they can get enough of a short term blip on some chart that they're
gonna flash at voters until the next election, that's all they care about.
Otherwise, how would you explain all the stuff about the Clean Water Act?
How could you possibly justify that? You can't. What's this going to mean
in five years? They don't care about that. It used to be , I think, that
politicians couldn't see the long term implications. I think we have people
now who literally do not care. They literally are not concerned about this
and are not going to be around to take responsibility.
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Maria is featured in another book scheduled for publication in August
19 95. The book, The Culture of Long-Term Care is an anthology of writings
about nursing homes.
In 1989, Maria married Jay Sokolovski, a professor of Anthropology at
the University of Maryland. The two met while they were both doing
research on aging. "We've known each other for a long time, in different
places, We're sort of friends," she says.
Maria's daughter Corrina is now 25 years old. She lives with her
musician boyfriend and their two children in the Vesperi family home in
Milford. The house has been in the Vesperi family since Maria's
grandparents bought it in 1902. Corrina's children are the fifth generation
in the Vesperi family to live in the house. Maria is proud of Corrina's
family. "They're kind of hippie types, you know, kind of like we were, open
door, people coming and going."
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Linda Harper, "fifty-something," is the executive vice-president and
creative director of Vantage Point Graphics, a medical advertising agency
and computer graphic design studio in St. Petersburg.
Tall, with grey hair cut stylishly short, Linda talks with humor and
candor about her unconventional upbringing, her lesbianism, and her nononsense approach to life. She is witty, sarcastic, and in possession of a
zest for life that is infectious. Linda is the kind of person who revels in
being different.
The youngest of four children, Linda and her two brothers and one sister
were raised in a "family of music," in the politically left-of-center Harper
household in small-town Sidney, Ohio. Linda's father, Stan, a jazz
musician, was active in labor unions. Her mother Vi, was a homemaker
who frequently sang at her husband's gigs. Linda describes both parents as
"very, very arty people." Her parents were unique both in the community
and in their extended family:
The rest of my family, one of them was like the superintendent of
schools----were all Republicans. Then there was my mom and dad. They
were Roosevelt Democrats. They loved Adalai Stevenson. My dad was the
president of his musician's union. There were demonstrations and stuff he
did when they weren't being treated right.
Linda's family relocated to Minneapolis when she was four years old. The
move had an important impact on her, affording her a cultural and artistic
savviness that would shape her life:
It 's a great city. Even then it was. I got to go to a lab school so I had
teachers and students from the University of Minnesota teaching me. It
really gave me a hand up on a lot of stuff and introduced me to a lot of
culture that I certainly wouldn't have gotten in my hometown. All the
university, cultural stuff. I got to be in the city-wide choir, stuff like
that.
The Harpers returned to Sidney after ten years in Minneapolis, but Linda
acknowledges that her "formative years" were well spent there. Once back
in Sidney she enrolled in the eighth grade at Sidney Junior High.
Immediately, the other students sensed something different about Linda.
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It was weird. I had come from Minneapolis so I sounded different from
everybody else. I also was from a city so I probably acted different from
everybody else. Plus the fact that my parents went out to bars and and
played music, which was not acceptable small town behavior... We were
just. .. different in a lot of ways... There was some admiration, but there
wasn't total social acceptance.
This feeling of being "different" is something Linda came to embrace
during her teens. It separated her from everyone else. That, she enjoyed:
Good things happened. I was in school plays and stuff like that. I was a
girl scout leader then. People trusted me with their daughters!
(laughs) ..But my whole life was that way. I was always kind of different.
Comfortable with her family's unconventional lifestyle, Linda realized
as she grew older that she would cultivate one for herself. Her parent's
interest in politics influenced her as well. In the late 1950s, while a
student at Sidney Senior High, Linda became interested in the civil rights
movement. She remembers that it was President Eisenhower, a man she
did not admire, who brought civil rights to the attention of the American
mainstream. Linda recalls the president's speeches on television about
discrimination against blacks. Like many white Americans during the late
1950s and early 1960s, much of her awareness of how terribly blacks
were treated came from television footage. She recalls seeing blacks
sprayed with fire houses. And blacks being attacked by police dogs, both
images that haunt her more than 30 years later:
When you could start seeing the way black people were treated, that hit
my teen-age soul very hard. It started to make me think about more than
"Ozzie and Harriet. "
Her parents, too, became immersed in civil rights. As a family, the
Harpers sat in front of the television news together. "There was no
disagreement at all. We all reacted the same way. We were appalled,"
Linda says.
When Eisenhower addressed civil rights, Linda and her family began to
change their opinions of him:
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1 was very young then, a teenager. He was a Republican, which was
anathema to begin with because we were liberals. He was a general and I
didn't like the military. Although he was a hero, but I didn't think being a
war hero qualified you for the presidency. He was a bald, old man. But
when he started talking about things like that, I paid attention.

After graduation from high school, Linda went to Bowling Green, a state
university in Ohio, where she majored in art and minored in music and
English. "Once again, it was guaranteed that I was in the liberal part of the
school," she laughs. There was little political activism at Bowling Green.
"They were still doing panty raids and stupid stuff like that." But, she
sensed an emerging political and social awareness in the art students
were producing. "It was pretty radical looking, all protest-oriented, with
fists and shouting faces."
After receiving her B.A. from Bowling Green, Linda moved to Chicago in
1962 and began taking graduate courses in journalism at Northwestern
University. She tested for and became a junior editor in the Chicago
offices of McGraw-Hill publishing company, working on business
publications, mostly related to health care and education. Linda worked in
an office of young, brilliant people who were, she says, "absolute radicals
to a fault." Her executive editor's son, a defense lawyer named Dennis
Cunningham, later became the chief defense attorney for the Black
Panthers when they were on trial in Chicago.
While working at McGraw-Hill, Linda grew increasingly more political,
attending marches, and becoming active in civil disobedience
demonstrations:
The times were unreai... About a year before Kennedy was assassinated,
there was a whole lot of stuff going on. Of course, we were way into the
Vietnam War... / absolutely hated that war and I still do.
In the late 1960s, Linda attended many anti-Vietnam War protests and
clashed often with counter demonstrators in support of the war. Tempers
flared as they often do at political actions, but Linda handled the heckling
with her characteristic wit:
One woman screamed at me, "What if the Vietnamese invade California?!"
I said, "Well, I think that's admirable if they can get those damn little
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boats across the Pacific!" (laughs) "Give 'em a meal!"
Linda remembers not so funny altercations where Vietnam supporters
threatened to "knock all my teeth out."
Many of Linda's friends from McGraw-Hill joined some of the civil rights
Freedom Rides in the South in the early 1960s.
Linda was hit particularly hard by the assassination of President John F.
Kennedy in 1963:
1 was absolutely wiped out. He was just a hero to me. I really went for
the Kennedy story. I still probably would. I sat in my house and cried for
two days and watched every minute of the footage, every minute of it.
In 1968, the assassination of Dr. Martin Luther King disturbed her again:
When all those assassinations were happening (pauses) that was the
most amazing time of my life. I don't think anybody who lived through that
is ever going to get over it.
With King's murder, riots in Chicago broke out. Linda was bewildered
more by the military and police brutality than by the outrage of the people
in Chicago's ghettos. Though she saw the actual riots only on television,
she was all too aware of the armed forces surrounding her own
neighborhood:
I just couldn't believe it. There were soldiers landing 20 feet from
where I lived. Mayor Daley issued a shoot-to-kill (order). I was watching
the other side of the city burn. I lived in a high-rise on the lakefront. I got
up one morning and walked to my living room. There was an army
helicopter exactly eye level with me. I lived on the 22nd floor. This thing
was right outside my window looking at me----somebody had painted
cross eyes on the front of it. I looked down at the parking lot and they
were using it as a debarkation place, bringing the National Guard in and
putting down the wire. Soldiers were everywhere. It was just like being in
the middle of a damn war.
To Linda, the scene outside seemed like a military invasion. She felt
both disgusted and vulnerable:
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1 was just freaked out. I went into the bathroom and put on a bathrobe. It
brought it home. I realized this was a military maneuver against the
citizens of Chicago, or some of them, and it freaked me out.
In the summer of 1968 Linda was again caught in the middle of hysteria
in Chicago, this time it was the riots outside the Democratic National
Convention, which Linda experienced not via television, but firsthand:
That was the convention to end all conventions. Mayor Daley was still
mayor. He was the king of the city. They never should have had it there.
The yippies came, the hippies came. The police force came. They actually
had barbed wire around the convention center to keep people out as well as
try to get the delegates in. Mayor Daley said, "Fuck You," to somebody on
television and he gave him the finger and the whole thing was just
amazing.
Linda remembers seeing Yippie activists Abbie Hoffman and Jerry Rubin
roaming around Chicago's lakefront, and its "fancy high rise apartment
buildings." The mixture of people milling about Chicago during the
convention was the perfect one for spontaneous combustion:
It was unreal. There's the National Guard, and then there's everybody
else. All the war protesters, civil rights people, everybody. There was an
umbrella. They camped in Grant Park because they had no place to live. I
really don't even know what touched it off. In fact, the papers called it a
police riot. The police went nuts.
The Chicago police riot helmets were baby blue, the sight of which Linda
found amusing. Their actions, however, were shocking:
They formed this line and they just marched down people down and they
had their batons out and they just started swinging. They just split heads.
There was blood everywhere. You know----a head wound just bleeds. Man,
woman, or child, they didn't care. If they were in Grant Park, they beat the
crap out of them. There were people laid out all over the emergency room,
just jams of people who needed stitches to their heads... But, they were
fighting back, too. A lot of cops were put down, and out of commission.
One of their main policemen in Chicago, some top detective----somebody
hit him on the head with a brick or something. He's still paralyzed. It was
a war. It was a war right there on the Chicago lakefront.
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Though still a respectable editor at McGraw--Hill, Linda had by then
become an expert in protest demonstration skills:
1 was tear-gassed. Everybody was tear-gassed. We all knew to soak a
.hanky in water and hold it over our eyes. We knew how to crawl through
tear-gas.
Linda had become enraged with her country, but she now insists that she
did not feel anti-government, just "anti-administration:"
1 felt sickened by what was going on. They just kept putting more and
more guys in Vietnam and sending bodies home in bags, to the point where
you just couldn't live with it. You just had to do something. The only thing
you could do was demonstrate, to raise hell. Raising hell reached a level it
had never really reached before in this country.
Though Linda had become a full-fledged "hell raiser," she never traded in
her career woman wardrobe for hippie regalia, a characteristic that set
her apart from her friends with long hair and beads:
Everybody looked like that except me. I just didn't. I don't know why. I
didn't want long hair. I didn't particularly like paisley... l've never been in
uniform, I don't care what it was... Even though I worked in this nest of
radicals, I was this little white girl who wore little suits and pumps, and
little earrings. One of the most embarrassing things that ever happened to
me in my life----they held the Chicago 7 trial at the Federal Center. I
would go over----/ would leave work, slip out like I was going to the
bathroom, and I'd go over and join the demonstrators. They were marching
around the Federal Building. But I had my work clothes on, my little hose
and pumps. I was crossing the street to join the line and I came to the
curb and a cop reached out and took me by the elbow and said, "Here miss,
let me help you." I was like, "No! No! No!" (waves hand to shoo cop away) I
was thinking, "Please don't let anybody see this. "
Linda demonstrated outside the courtroom, being absorbed into "big
crushes" of people, including counter-demonstrators. Several times, Linda
and her fellow protesters came dangerously close to being thrown through
a plate class window of the courtroom. "It was very scary," she says, 11 1t
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wasn't just calm little stuff.
Linda admired Yippie leader and Chicago 7 defendant Abbie Hoffman for
his humorous approach to revolt:
He was brilliant. He was funny, sarcastic. He was too smart for anybody
else. They could not deal with him. He was light years ahead...Judge Julius
Hoffman lost his mind in the courtroom. He had everyone gagged and lashed
and everything else, tied down... Abbie wasn't alone. There were others who
were really good, too. Black guys who were really wonderful. H. Rap Brown
was great. .. It takes a certain combination. They were wonderful.
Though her appearance was different, she and her friends had a shared
ideology, an outrage at injustice, and a very real, spoken belief that they
were all indeed a part of a revolution, the spirit of which consumed them:
It took over our lives. It was always there... lt took over our lives. It
absolutely did. The music from then, Creedence Clearwater Revival, Bob
Dylan, Peter, Paul and Mary. Jimi Hendrix and all those posters and all that
black light stuff they did. It was everywhere... lt was everything... lt was
all the most unbelievable pot that was just bubbling with the
assassination of heroes. We haven't had heroes since. Two Kennedys,
Martin Luther King. There were other assassinations, too. I mean, George
Wallace, for God's sake! People were being shot! This country shoots its
leaders. Meanwhile this war is going on and it's escalating and escalating.
The guys I knew were going to Canada. They were going to doctors and
asking the them to find flat feet or "Declare me a conscientious objector
for some reason. I cannot go fight these people. Why? Why would I do
that?" It became so incredible.
The 1970 shootings at Kent State, which happened in her native Ohio, are
painful memories:
I just burst into tears. I was sickened. It was tragic. Everybody was
appalled. Even people who disagreed with us were appalled. That should
never have happened. Those guys just lost it, that's all , to open fire on
those kids. Why they had loaded rifles on a campus, I'll never know.
Feminism became important to Linda during the early 1970s, though, she
jokes, "I didn't burn any bras because I couldn't afford to replace them.
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(laughs) My clothes were very precious to me at that point!"
She was named Woman of the Year by the local YWCA in the early 1970s
because, she explains, "I had been doing a lot of volunteer work and making
speeches and stuff." She joined the National Organization for Women in
Chicago in 1970.
In 1985, Linda relocated to St. Petersburg. Then in her 40s, she sought
out avenues of political activism in her new community. She began doing
work with NOW at abortion clinics:
That's when all the abortion stuff was kicking in. I looked up the local
NOW chapter and joined. A lot of anti-abortion people were attacking our
local clinics. Every Saturday I would go to the abortion clinic with NOW
members. Fat, old men would scream at us. This is before they started
shooting people you understand... There was one guy with a boom box. He
would stand right in front of you, turn the volume all the way up and play
hymns. The way I got him was, I sang along with the hymns because I knew
them! (laughs).
Anti-abortion activists blocked the clinic doors, Linda recalls, and
harassed women attempting to get inside:
When somebody did try to pull into the clinic, we had to form a little
alley for them to get through. .. The sad thing about is they thought every
single person who went into the clinic was there for an abortion. It's just
not true. They're there for all kinds of stuff.
Linda feels the abortion issue is crucial to all voters not just liberals:
This abortion issue is what defeated George Bush. They (Republicans)
don't want government, but they poke their head in the bedroom and they
tell you what you can do with your body. I'm sorry----what kind of a
message is that? Women are not going to vote for that. And a lot of men
aren't either... They're (Republicans) after a certain constituency. They
think that the religious right, which has grown a lot, is big enough to put
them in power and keep them in power. I think they're wrong... The
Democrats do it, too. It's simply politics. You look for your power base,
and that's theirs. Last convention, they (Republicans) had a whole lot of
trouble with that abortion plank.
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Like most liberal women, Linda says she regrets the "loss" of Hillary
Clinton. "She should be president, 11 Linda insists. Linda lists other First
Ladies who could've held the job: Rosalyn Carter, Lady Bird Johnson ,
Eleanor Roosevelt. "These are brilliant people, 11 she says.
As someone with a lifelong professional and personal history in the
arts, Linda is particularly incensed by censorship. She resents the
National Endowment for The Arts' denial of funding to controversial
artists like photographer Robert Mapplethorpe and performance artist
Karen Finley, but, she says she is equally annoyed by artists who can't
"work" the system:
1 Jove Mapplethorpe. I think that the leadership could've been a little
smarter than they were. I think you're just walking right into a trap if you
give money for a crucifix of Jesus in urine. (referring to "Piss Christ.")
Somebody needed a brain to realize that. I'm a member of the St.
Petersburg Arts Committee. You just have to use your sense. I don't
believe in censorship. I believe that if that guy wanted to do that, fine---/ might even had bought it----but I don't think I'd give it federal funding.
So, now, everybody's suffering as a result because they made it too easy
to take shots at them. You have to be more political. You have to be
smarter than that. You've got to know how to work it.
Linda feels that even though the political climate seems to be growing
more repressive and conservative, there is hope:
Even now with this particular Congress----/ mean, I've been there
before with McCarthyism. I'm old enough to vaguely remember those
hearings. I was a kid, but my mother and my dad were so upset. It made an
impression on me. I paid attention. That was the worst time. We've been
there before. That doesn't make it better, but I know it can be survived.
That's what I know. And I know it will be. I really think we have common
sense.
Linda advocates a no-nonsense philosophy of getting in the system and
changing it. She says anyone anywhere can make choices in her life daily
that can make a difference. At her job, Linda says, she is working the
system by not producing art or working on campaigns that she finds
morally objectionable:
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You work from within; we have to. We don't have this protest anymore.
So if you're gonna live and put bread on your table, you are within the
system, unless you go live in Montana and eat sunflower seeds.
Throughout the 1980s and now into the 1 990s, Linda has been active in
Tampa Bay's Gay and Lesbian community, attending marches, rallies, and
demonstrations. She attends local PRIDE events each June during National
Gay and Lesbian Pride month. Linda admits the she understands the need
for some people to remain closeted, but she is still frustrated by others in
the gay and lesbian community who do not participate in actions:
People don't give anything back. It pisses me off. It really does. Fine, I'm
out there for you and what are you doing? Don't you really believe that
you're as good a human being as anybody else? Then let's see you.
She was pleasantly surprised, however, by the 1994 turnout at the 25th
anniversary celebration of the Stonewall Riots in New York, an event she
made it a priority to attend:
Everybody in the world went there. It was in conjunction with the Gay
Games. Nine out of ten queers on the planet were there. It was incredible,
absolutely incredible.
At that political demonstration, too, Linda had another interesting
experience with a police officer. This one she remembers more fondly:
It was probably because of my appearance. I guess I don't look---really----anything. I don't look real butch. I don't look... (shrugs) ...anything.
This Manhattan cop was standing beside me. People were kind of being
shoved around. He was standing by me, keeping things stable. He looked at
me and he said, "You know, there are some gay cops on our police force. " He
said, "Yeah, they have a contingent here. You'll see them if you hang
around. " He was trying to make me feel good. It was amazing. He was
keeping me from being pushed around.
Though she has participated in protest marches, demonstrations, and
political action since the early 1960s until the present, Linda's philosophy
is that action on a personal, one-to-one to level is much more effective.
She remembers a particular incident in her apartment building in Chicago
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in the early 1970s:
1 lived in this fancy building on the lakefront, the same place the
National Guard was using as a parking lot. A lot of very prominent people
Jived there. I was going up the elevator one night and in got an absolutely
stunning black woman and a guy delivering a pizza. She got off a couple
floors before I did. The pizza guy said, "Geez, you allow niggers in this
building?" And I said, "She's a consulate----from Liberia! You get the hell
out of this elevator. I'm not sharing air with you." He couldn't believe it,
because I really kicked him out of the elevator. (pauses) She was a
brilliant world citizen.
This sort of speaking up, what Linda calls, "declaring yourself," is
something she considers a "personal responsibility:"
It's more effective than demonstrating en masse. You've got to do it in
your own life.
Though it's been a while since she's crawled through tear gas or
narrowly escaped being knocked through a plate glass window at a
demonstration, Linda remains deeply committed to social justice. Her
focus during the 1990s has been on the AIDS cause. Linda served as vice
president of AIDS Coalition Pinellas for two years, finding ways to
incorporate her artistic skills, and her advertising savvy, into her AIDS
work. She and other artists at Vantage Point have done much pro bono
work for ACP, designing T -shirts and bumper stickers, and developing
slogans for AIDS awareness campaigns.
Linda is particularly proud of the T-shirt she recently designed. It reads,
"Do Unto Others----Safely" with a red AIDS ribbon substituted for the
letter E in "safely." Linda attended the Legends of Tennis fund raiser at
Saddle brook in 199 5 and had ten T-shirts signed by 12 of the sport's
greatest female players, including Martina Navratilova, Billie Jean King,
Chris Evert, and Tracy Austin.
Many of Linda's friends have died of the disease over the years, but, she
says, "I'm sure I would've gotten involved anyway, even if it hadn't been so
personal:"
A lot of people think AIDS is a gay guy issue----and, you know,
realistically, for the majority it is. But there is an absolutely growing
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number of women and children with the disease. ACP has a client list of
nearly 700 cases in Pinellas County. They have so much trouble raising
funds. AIDS is still such a stigma that companies, corporations won't give
money. They'll support everything else. They'll support broken toe nails.
They will not support something that's life or death. It's not a sexy
charity.

Linda is frustrated by the government's inaction regarding AIDS,
specifically during the Reagan-Bush administration, but dismisses
genocide theories as "nonsense." What upsets her most is ignorant
politicians who have the power to make change and don't:
There are always those kinds of theories, conspiracy theories on
everything. I think with Reagan and Bush, a lot more money could have been
put into research earlier than it has been. And now they're trying to cut it.
Jesse Helms said yesterday that he wants to cut the funding for AIDS
because "these people are deliberately doing unnatural acts and bringing it
on themselves, bla bla bla. "
Linda reflects on her history with social action with pride. She feels she
and other activists in the 1960s and 1970s changed the course of the
country:
I honestly believe that this country was almost overthrown in the
7960s, I really do. I really believe the antiwar protest has changed this
country forever. A lot of people think it failed but I don't. I think people
like me have changed the course of this country and we still are. I mean,
we have not changed a bit. And a lot has changed. Black people will tell you
that. And military people will tell you that.
Linda says it was a unique series of events that whipped her generation
into action. A feeling of personal responsibility, the need to "declare"
one's self, brought together a diverse group of people. Blacks, hippies,
feminists, pacifists, students, and others became bound to each other
behind a banner called "the movement:"
Basically I was raised in the 7950s. I was a polite white girl. I was
taught manners. I was taught to respect my elders, to respect authority.
34

All it took was one unbelievable event after another finally nauseating
your soul and stopping you dead and making you think, "Jesus Christ, I just
can't go on anymore with this. I'm going to hit the streets. It's got to
stop"... There were thousands like me who let their hair grow and put on
paisley----/ didn't, but they did. We had to say, '"'Stop it!"... They had the
courage to put flowers in the ends of rifles. That's unreal when you think
about that. Just think about that, actually doing that. Actually doing that!
Linda regrets no part of her involvement in the 1960s revolution, but
acknowledges that it was a very frightening time to be young:
I hope we never go through that again, although I'd like to see more
activism than I do, but not that particular mixture of police dogs on black
people and assassinations and wars that were just killing people for what
reason?.../ think it could happen again. What it takes is an incredible
combination of events. I felt absolutely battered, really beaten. The heroes
being killed. The war----friends going off, coming back in bags. Black
people being hit by fire hoses and police dogs. Things made you crazy. I
would go home and just hold my head... I really have faith. I know that that
would happen again if things got that awful. I hope they don't get that
awful.
Linda knows, that she, for one, will never be the same:

Whatever happened, that combination of stuff in the 7960s just changed
me forever. It changed a lot of us forever. It just did. (Pauses) It was a sea
swell.
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Cathy Cordone, 4 7, is the former editor of the Lett ers to the Editor
section of the St. Petersburg Times, a position she held for 13 years, and
gave up in February 1995 to care for her nine-year-old son Phillip, who
suffers from learning disabilities and Attention Deficit Disorder.
She is a gregarious woman, and she loves to laugh. Tall, with fashionably
close-cropped blond hair, she dresses elegantly and speaks irreverently.
Cathy is the youngest of two daughters born in England to Willoughby
Perrin, a draftsman, and his wife Eileen, a personnel office worker. When
Cathy was four years old, her father moved the family to Canada, and then
to Detroit. The Perrin family considered America, "The land of
opportunity."
But, Cathy explains, "Britons have a tendency to establish a little
Britain wherever they are." Cathy describes her upbringing as "extremely
British," to the point of repression, which influenced the rest of her life.
Her upbringing not only made her "different" from other Americans, it
taught her to be both respectful and well-mannered, but also instilled in
her the tendency to question authority, and to reject manners when
necessary:

I had kind of this real proper, dignified, stiff upper lip-type upbringing.
It stopped me from doing----as I look back now----probably a lot of
stupid things. But also it kept me from doing things I wish I had done. But
because I was worried about doing the right thing----my parents not being
disappointed and that kind of thing. That British upbringing had a lot to do
with that.

Though her parents were not particularly interested in politics, Cathy
recalls a strictness regarding racial issues in the household:

My father was very concerned that we never use any racial slurs or any
kind of language like that. I remember him saying the one word he would
never tolerate in his house was "n-i-g-g-e-r." He would spell it out. He
couldn't even say it. I today can 't say it. From that point of view, he was
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most respectful of other people.

Hard times hit the family when they moved from Detroit to St.
Petersburg in 19 57. Willoughby had a heart attack at age 3 7, after only 10
days in Florida. The family had already been suffering financially but her
father's ill health, which only deteriorated, was another hardship:

We were very, very poor. We had always been poor. I didn't realize it---you don't until you're older. We lived in a teeny, tiny house. My mother was
the sole scrub for a long time until he got on his feet again. But he never
really did. He died 75 years later. He never really did come back. That had a
big effect on me. When I got older, I realized how much I never had. It
made me do things----like, instead of buying one frying pan, I'll buy two
frying pans. I'm always afraid that there will come a day when I won't be
able to have two frying pans. And, of course, my parents lived through the
war in England. My dad was a medic, and my mother stayed home with my
sister. The house right across the street was bombed. They lived a very
tight, deprived life. They brought that· with them and transferred it to my
sister and me.

The older Cathy got, the more embarrassed she became about her
family's poverty. Her family's British heritage and their accents were
another source of separation from the "real" American families she
wished to emulate:

I was kind of embarrassed that I wasn't from the United States and so I
would never tell people where I was from unless they specifically asked
me. But----plus----1 was more embarrassed that we didn't have any
money. I only had two dresses. You can put the violins in here (laughs)
When I was in grade school, it didn't bother me too much, but when I got
into junior high, it really did bother me. That's when I discovered
classism, how you are judged by what you were.

She attended Boca Ceiga High School until her senior year.Then
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Willoughby moved the family to Lakeland where he had found employment.
Cathy graduated from Lakeland High School in 1965, sensing a "change" in
the atmosphere that intrigued her.

1 graduated in the class of 7965, a milestone class, featured on the
cover of Timemagazine. That 's when everything changed, the music,
everything. They quit doing the jitterbug.

She moved from the family home to attend Polk Junior College in Winter
Haven. After receiving her A.A., she went to Florida Atlantic University in
Boca Raton. She was, at first, enrolled as a language major. "The stupidest
thing you can do is be a language major in a place where everyone speaks
Spanish," she laughs. She dropped out of school, and reentered the same
day in the College of Education, because, "it was the only one I could get
into with what I had, with the idea of getting a teaching degree which I
did."
Immediately, Cathy fell in love with anthropology:

I have what is called a College Major. I don't even know if they have it
anymore, but you have minors in anthropology, geography, totally liberal
arts stuff that really gets you nowhere. But, I just really took to
anthropology. I was the first lab assistant they had. I had taken some
courses at junior college and I really enjoyed them. I was like a second
assistant. I used to gather skulls and things like that. We had a frozen
monkey and we buried it one year, dug it up the next year and put it back
together. Sounds really gruesome but I really liked it.

Cathy was one of a handful of women anthropology students at FAU:

It was a very small anthropology department at the time. I was friends
with the head of the department who was a woman, and also with the
graduate assistant at the time. I got to be very good friends with them.
There were probably only three of us women who were seriously involved
in it, out of only a handful of anthropology students. But nobody was as
interested in it as I was. I was really into physical anthropology, where
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you actually study Neanderthal man and the body types and fractures---more than social anthropology.

In 1968, Cathy met her first husband Don, also a student. They married a
year later when she was 20. Don introduced Cathy to an antiestablishment lifestyle far removed from her British upbringing. In
pursuing this lifestyle, which included backpacking across Europe and
political activism, Cathy made an academic decision that she still regrets.
Offered an opportunity to go to summer school with a scholarship to begin
work on an anthropology degree, she declined, because, she says ,"I
married Mr. Wrong." Don had long hair and dressed in typical hippie attire:

He was really much more radical than I was. The times, they were a
changing. Everything was changing. The whole music was changing.
Everybody was letting their hair grow. Except me. I had it long, then I had
it real, real, real short.

The Vietnam War had captured the attention of students on campus.
Vehemently opposed to the war, Cathy and Don were swept up in the
climate:

I was really, really opposed to the war right from the very beginning...My
boyfriend----who became my husband----was really fully prepared to go
to Canada. His first option was our friend, who was a nurse, was going to
give him high blood pressure. If that didn't work we were going to
Vancouver. We knew people who had gone to Vancouver. But, anyway, as it
worked, he wasn't called.

Cathy and Don loaded up their Volkswagen van two days after they were
married, deciding to leave Florida:

Things just sort of evolved. Two days after we got married we moved in
our Volkswagen van. We just split with----what else?----a peace sign on
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the back! We went to Manitou Springs, a military town in Colorado. We
stayed there for a few months.

The young hippie couple participated in an antiwar march outside the Ent
Air Force Base in Colorado Springs because, Cathy remembers, "It seemed
really right." Both had difficulty finding work in town because, Cathy says,
"They didn't want anybody who looked like a hippie. And we looked like
hippies. Well, we were." Locals in the military town made it clear hippies
were not welcome. They decided to load up the VW bus again and return to
Florida, to Miami, Dan's hometown. Her husband went door-to-door, trying
to persuade people with vacant garage apartments to rent to them:

We lived with his sister for a while. We were carrying all our crap with
us the whole time. Then we got enough money to move to West Palm Beach,
actually Lake Worth. We got a little garage apartment for $65 a month. We
persuaded these two old ladies in the house who owned the garage
apartment to let us rent it. They were too old to get up the stairs but they
were so glad to have somebody there. It wasn't even for rent.
Miami proved to be a political hotbed during the 1972 presidential
campaign. Cathy was an ardent supporter of George McGovern. She recalls
milling about the McGovern headquarters in Miami:

I was a very active McGovern supporter. I think I still have my McGovern
button. We went to the headquarters in Miami at the Dora/. We went down
there as hangers-on. We saw people like Jerry Rubin----in those days, this
was a big deal----and Jack Nicholson. They were holding these ral/ies,
showing films of the Kennedy Assassination. It was a like a circus of
different political agendas. It was really something. It was really cool. I
really had a good time. We got inside the hotel once. Even though we were
like the great unwashed outside, we still felt like we were part of the
process. When he lost, I was very, very disappointed. As I see now, he
didn't really even stand a chance, I suppose. But, in those days, he was a
really good guy.
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Though Cathy and Don were politically united, their marriage was falling
apart, and Cathy's father was growing more ill. The urge to return home
was strong. In 1972, the couple separated. Cathy moved back to St.
Petersburg. Don went off on his own to Europe. Cathy began working parttime as a proofreader for the St. Petersburg Times. Though she was a
"working woman, she maintained her newfound counter-culture demeanor:
II

1 used to ride a motorcycle to work. It was smaller, it wasn't a Harley.
But, they're weren't many women on motorcycles back then (laughs) .

In 1972 Cathy's father died. She was 24 years old. Soon after, in a freak
motorcycle accident, her brother-in-law, also 24, was killed. Both
experiences forced Cathy to consider her own mortality:

It was real hard. He was my favorite brother-in-law. He married my
husband's sister when they were young, right out of high school. He had
two kids, and decided, "I've never really had a chance to live. I'm going to
buy a motorcycle." Two weeks after he had it, he was hit by a side mirror
of a van, forced off the road and slammed into a tree. Hit and run. They
saw the van, but they never could catch the guy. After something like that,
you think, ""What the heck?" So, I quit my job at the Times. My husband and
I got tickets on Icelandic Airways, $165 round trip from New York to
Luxembourg.
Cathy and Don reunited to travel together to Europe. Cathy flew to
England first to visit with relatives. Don met up with her later. It was
during this visit, her first return to her homeland, that Cathy became
aware of England's classism, which disturbed her:

I had a cousin who married a wealthy woman. He's a doctor. They were
kind of semi-glad to see me, sort of like the poor relative. They still turn
up their noses at the colonies. I ordered a rum and coke with ice. "Ice?
Rum?" They went (makes horrified face) ... The British are extremely class
conscious to this day. Everything is set up in classes.
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Cathy is repulsed by such a hierarchy but admits it intrigues her:

1 have this mixed view. I'm fascinated with the royal family and the
history of it. I didn't really become aware of how class-conscious it was
until 1 went back there. My aunt and uncle begrudgingly took me out to
dinner at their "club"----They have a lot of that kind of stuff over there.
The waiter was Spanish. I was somewhat conversive in Spanish in those
days----/ had had five years of Spanish. So, I spoke to the waiter in
Spanish. My aunt was horrified. "My god, you spoke to the waiter!!"
(imitates British accent). But we came over to this country because we
had no money. It was always such a struggle for my parents. I've always
felt more aligned with the "waiter class" if you understand what I'm
saying. When I was in high school, even though I was in a sorority and
clubs----because that was the thing to do----1 was always more
comfortable with what I call "strays," the kind of nerdy types or fringetype people. I always felt drawn to them more----maybe because I felt
that way myself.

Other British relatives she visited were just as scornful of the
Americanized flower child, who to them seemed like a gypsy. They told
her, "You're just like your father, you won't stay put in one place." When
Don arrived in London, the two stuffed their backpacks full of their
essentials and crossed the English channel to Paris. They spent the next
four months traveling through Europe, living out of their bags. It is one of
Cathy's most memorable life experiences. She not only saw many of
Europe's famous landmarks, but also met other young people, from America
and other countries, who also set out with knapsacks, in search of
themselves.
The Vietnam war was in full swing, as was the anti-American sentiment
in many of the countries the couple visited. Backpackers from the States
learned to conceal their roots:
There was a lot of anti-American sentiment. A lot of backpackers would
put the flag of their country on their bag, but nobody from America would
put the flag of their country. We would often tell people we were from
Canada. Some countries like France were dreadful, so we would say we
were from Canada.
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Cathy and Don met many young American backpackers like themselves.
Ephemeral friendships developed. Young people helped their own. For some,
the impact of being overseas, strangers in sometimes very strange lands,
was both liberating and overwhelming:

We would keep bumping into the same people all over the place. We were
in Italy. We met these three girls. One of them bought a car in Germany.
They were going to drive to Greece, then she was going to ship the car
home. We hooked up with them. They were so glad to have a man around. We
drove with them through Yugoslavia----horrible place, by the way. We
ended up in Greece. They went home. They couldn't handle it. .. lt was very
hard to travel/ike that. You get a lot of hostility. When you're used to the
comforts of home, and you're backpacking, forget it. It was hard for me.
After a while, I got used to it. But it took me a while to get used to, you
know, "Where's the bathroom?"

Living out of a bag, though at times difficult, was worth the aggravation
for Cathy, so enchanted was she with Europe's famous historical
landmarks:

If you never go anywhere at least go to Europe for the historical
perspective. The people can be total fools and idiots. But, you know, when
you're in a pub and you're throwing darts----which we were, we had just
come from Stonehenge----we found this pub and it was, like, built in the
1600s or early 1700s. If you have any interest in history----which I do---just from that point alone, it's worth it. To see the Coliseum, and things
you only see pictures of, there's nothing like it.
Some sites had a more timely appeal. "We'd been in Morocco and it was a
big deal to go to Marrakesh because that was in the song "Marrakesh
Express."
Cathy is the first to admit, she wouldn't do the trip again as an older
person because it is such difficult travel. Her and Dan's biggest problem
was that they had no foreign currency acumen, finding themselves very
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frequently short-changed. Eventually, they too longed for the comforts of
home:

After a while we became like world Americans. At first, we were
hesitant because of the anti-American sentiment. Then we started
sounding like George Wallace, like, "It's good to be in America... Wherever
you go in America, you can do this, this, and this!!" (laughs.) ... There's
always this sort of general attitude that Americans were one step above
Neanderthals, our knuckles dragged the ground. Even when I went to
England----though I am British----/ was very pro-America. I had to
constantly defend everything about America, even little things----even
getting a rum and Coke. Nobody drank rum and Coke, they drank beer with
lemonade in it (makes face). We found ourselves constantly defending
America.

Though the trip was a gratifying experience for both, Cathy and Don
returned to America and decided to separate again, finally divorcing in
1975. Cathy left the marriage with no money, no car, and no place to live.
She returned to her mother's house in St. Petersburg for one month before
finding herself a modest apartment. She did what she could to pay her
bills, even if it meant stifling her spirit that had grown so free during her
"hippie years," and replacing it with the "stiff upper lip:"

I was working two jobs. I had a job working at Palms of Pasadena
Hospital in the purchasing department. I stayed there for a year. This is
my British heritage----the guy I worked for was so bad, he would hire
someone in the morning and they would quit in the afternoon. If he could've
chained us to our desk----if you weren't there at 8 o'clock, he would yell
and scream. He was a horrible, horrible man. But I was determined to get a
year there. So I took a lot of abuse. I did that during the day. .. Then at night
I was a page proof reader at the Times. I'd get home about 2 a.m., go to
sleep about 3 a.m., and get up about 4 a.m. (laughs.) I did that for two
years.

Selecting her jobs was something Cathy took seriously. She had to find
work that was "morally acceptable" to her. Because of journalism's
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commitment to the First Amendment freedom of speech, she decided
working for a newspaper was admirable.
In 1978, Cathy's life changed both personally and professionally. At age
30, she met her second husband Carmine Cordone in a muffler shop, and at
the Times, she was asked to assist a female editor she admired in the
editor's new role as ombudsman:

Ann Goldman was the editor of the women's page when they had it, and
editor of the Floridian when it was a magazine. She was a true pioneer.
She started there when she was 1 7 as a copy clerk. Those were the days
when you could work your way up...She went from the bottom to the top.
She was in her 40s, and had 2 5 years there. She came over to me one day
and said she was going to be the new ombudsman and needed an assistant
and was I interested? By that time I had quit working my two jobs. I was
on my feet. I had my old car and a place to live and was working at the
Times full-time ... / went to work for her for like a year. She retired. There
was an interim period when there was nobody doing her job. Nobody
noticed. I just did it myself.

After the Times realized they needed someone official to coordinate
their letters to the editor section, they brought in another editor:

Then they brought in someone else. She decided to try her hand at the
job. We had a hot-fine to the editor which the editor never answered, I did.
She decided to cut Letters to the Editor down to like two or three line so
she could have a column in. You know how the readers are, that went over
like a lead balloon. Besides that, she wrote a column that offended some
black reporters. I don't remember the issue. They wanted an apology and
she didn't feel that she had done anything wrong. So she left.

In 1979, Cathy took over the Letters to the Editor position again. This
time, she remained in the position. But, it was not until 1992, 13 years
later, that she was officially recognized by Phil Gailey as the editor of
that section. Gailey, who had recently taken over as editor of the Editorial
section, officially awarded Cathy her much deserved editor title.
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cathy calls her career in journalism an accident:

I'll be honest with you, there were other things I could've done. I was
given opportunities there. But I don't want to be a copy editor or anything.
1 never had enough interest in journalism. I fell into it. They gave me a job
when I needed it and through inertia, I sort of just stayed. It would've
required a lot from me to go back to school. I fell into it. I could've easily
fallen into some other thing.

Though editing the section was often frustrating work, Cathy credits the
job with opening her mind, and creating in her the ability to see both sides
of many issues:

First of all, I've been reading so many so opinions so long that I can
argue both sides of the coin, of the issue. I have really suspended my own
view. I think that's why I'm more in a grey area now. People from both
sides often make good points.

Cathy admits that the moderate position she now subscribes to is a far
cry from the radical leftist ideologies she espoused in the 1960s. She
realizes that the "shades of grey" philosophy that has shaped her adult
years has also made her appear "wishy washy" at times:

I used to be very black and white but now a lot of people would think
that I'm riding a fence---- They would be right. I do ride the fence on a lot
of things.
To Cathy some of her dyed-in-the-wool liberal colleagues at the paper
seem totally unrealistic:

It doesn't work to be too liberal. Some of these really die-hard liberals---there are programs that they support no matter what. Those programs
haven't worked. They're not working. We've got fine lines in this country.
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Let's try to work on other stuff...Actually a lot of people my age are much
more conservative now. But for those who aren't, there's almost a blind
spot with coming to terms with things that haven't worked. We can't keep
hammering away with these old answers because they're new problems.
Things haven't worked.

Cathy says in all her years working for a newspaper what frustrated her
most was the narrow-mindedness of editorial writers and columnists. She
feels it is unfortunate that these writers don't examine issues from
different perspectives:
Unfortunately, in the editorial department, I think, the people who write
the editorials and write the columns aren't forced to open their minds and
look at the other side. They write people off as jokes and idiots. "Bia bla
bla, George Will, who is he? What does he know?" (imitates editorial
writer.) But they have the same facts, they just come to a different
conclusion. It doesn't mean they're jerks. Some editorial writers are just
as narrow-minded as the people they criticize.

Cathy also criticizes newspapers for letting their relationship to the
community disintegrate:

Partially it's intellectual elitism. It's also the depersonalization of
everything including the newspaper. The newspaper used to be much more
accessible. They think it is, but in actual fact, it's not. The people who ran
it used to be much more visible. It's just the nature of the times we're
living in. Plus, I think, it's more dangerous. You wear ID badges at the
Times now. You know how long we argued for that?... We talk about, "We do
this for readers, and that for readers." We don't do it for readers. We do it
for ratings, awards, those kinds of things. Some things are very good
public service, but they also win prizes. As a mass group, we do things,
but as individuals, nobody wants to be individuals and answer their phone
calls. I think that's part of the job.

Though Cathy says she does not consider herself a feminist, she is
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deeply interested in women's issues. In the early 1970s, when the
women's movement was gaining momentum, she says she "didn't reject
feminism or embrace it," because she says she had difficulty
understanding the feminist agenda. Most feminist organizations did not
take into consideration women from different socioeconomic groups or
different races, and that troubled her. She hesitated to join groups that
were allegedly committed to the interests of all women, but really only
working for a few, namely middle-class white women:

Like, I don't feel NOW is my kind of organization. I sort of identified
more with the League of Women Voters because they were more issueoriented, totally issue-oriented, not just women issue-oriented.

At the Times she attended a Women's Committee meeting and had
similar difficulties ascertaining what the goals of the group were:

I went to the first few of those women's meetings at the Times./ was
really turned off. It was a bunch of whining mid-level management---excuse me----white women, whining. It really came down to a couple of
them who were pissed because they didn't get the jobs they wanted. It
wasn't for women. They didn't give a damn about me or you. It was a few
particular women who were mad because they weren't promoted. Those
kinds of organizations I'm not interested in... Don't misunderstand me, it's
not "What can you do for me?" but coming from such a different place,
where I've been, where I've come from ... / don't feel there was a real
women's movement at the Times. They didn't care about women in my
position, women in lower level positions. Women in Mid-Level Managers
movement, maybe. Middle-age white men run the show. There's a few
women who made that jump. But then, they're not women anymore, they're
classified as individuals.

Cathy has fluctuated politically over the years on many issues except
for the Vietnam War. It was something that infuriated her as a young
woman in the 1960s and it continues to do so. She is proud of her antiVietnam War stance:
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All along, I've never wavered. Even as I've gotten older, more settled and
mature----whatever you want to call it. You look back and you think of
mistakes you made or things you want to rethink. But I never felt like I
was wrong. I'm proud of the fact that my former husband would not have
served. I was a real supporter of him. Which is not to say I would spit upon
those who did serve. But, I haven't wavered. As time comes around you see
it was a total mistake. All those lives. If I had a son who had been killed
in that war...lt's such a waste... / read a column by (St. Petersburg Times
columnist) Jack Payton recently. He said you wouldn't recognize what's
called Ho Chi Minh City now, Saigon. There's, like, Mobil Oil, PepsiCo. It's
doing so much better than Hanoi, which supposedly won the war. It's like
all those people, for what? For what reason? So PepsiCo and Mobil Oil can
get richer?

Since the Vietnam War, no other cause has compelled Cathy to take to
the streets in protest:

I've been almost apolitical since then. I was very disillusioned. Twentyfive years later, I see I was very disillusioned by the war in Vietnam.
Everybody knew somebody who was killed.

Though she found reason to oppose that war, Cathy hesitates before
labeling herself a pacifist:

I don 't know if I would call myself a pacifist. I think probably World War
11----we had valid reasons. Overall, I'm a pacifist---sure, it would be nice
to have no wars, let me say that. We certainly didn 't need to be involved in
Vietnam. The Gulf War? I don't know. It seemed like probably the right
thing to do.
Cathy says she feels a bond to others her age who were doing something
unique in the 1960s. She feels that young people her age created a kind of
revolution. Unfortunately, for some, it made messes of their lives:
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I'm glad I was a part of the Baby Boom and the class of '65 and all that. I
think it was a revolution. That sounds sort of hokey and corny, but I really,
truly believe it was a revolution of sorts. We used to say, "The revolution
is here." It sounds so corny to say it now, but it was a real, massive
change. It was probably coming anyway... Unfortunately, it was like
everything else if it swings too far. What was fun and recreational became
the heroin, and stuff. It just swung too far. Understand, a lot of people my
age have kids in their 20s, so I think a lot of people my age made mistakes
by being too free. There were no walls, no boundaries. Being older, as a
parent, I see that's not right. Children do need boundaries. I'm not saying
the way I was raised was a day at the beach. It wasn't.

Cathy acknowledges the role her upbringing played in her sister Jill's
1991 death from breast cancer:

One of the things that led to my sister's early demise was that she was
extremely repressed. She was extremely modest and shy person to begin
with. I think, we just didn't talk about stuff. Even when she was dying, we
still weren't able to talk about the fact that that's what she was dying of,
that she had this illness. I think, that comes from that "stiff upper lip."
You keep quiet about things. Because I was younger, I was able to
overcome some of it.

Cathy says she doesn't identify with many women her age and admits
that her friends don't know much about her "hippie youth":

A lot of the women my age----it's funny, the women I have lunch with,
we're all so different. Three of us are the same age, 47, and yet talking to
us we're all so different. Totally different. It's like we weren't even alive
at the same time. I tell them some of the things I've done and they can 't
believe it. The only thing we have in common is we're the same age so we
have the same health problems or whatever.
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Though she sometimes regrets that she did not pursue a career in
anthropology, she acknowledges that her academic aspirations were
impractical at the time. As she says, "I needed a job." Still an avid rock
and roll buff and devoted fan of 19 60s music, Cathy cites the one other
regret from her youth:

1 had tickets to the Doors concert in Miami, the one where Jim Morrison
took his pants down. I didn't go because I had a big test the next day. Who
knew he was going to take his pants down? (laughs) Right after that, he
died!

Now at home working with her son, Cathy says she rarely misses the
cantankerous atmosphere of the editorial department. She is happy to
spend more time with Phillip. "This is a crucial time for him now. He
needs someone there to help him."
A happily married woman, a mother, and homeowner, Cathy is 180
degrees removed from the flower child of the 1960s, living hand-to-mouth
out of a knapsack in Europe. But she admits then when she looks at the
pictures of herself back then, with long hair, fringe leather vests and love
beads, she can still feel the spirit of revolution inside.
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Iris Rose Hart, 44, is a professor of English at Santa Fe Community
college in Gainesville. A trim, petite black woman with a light complexion
and short reddish hair, Iris speaks thoughtfully and deliberately, in slow,
measured words. She is the oldest of four daughters born to George and
Grace Hatcher of rural, tiny Chase City, Virginia.
In 1964 she was the subject of racial furor when, through the recently
established Freedom of Choice Program, she opted to attend the all-white
Blue Stone High School in Skipwith, thus integrating the school system of
Mecklenburg County. High school was a time of isolation for Iris. Her
blackness set her apart at Blue Stone. She says she felt like .. a man
without an island, who happened to be female ... Later, her lightness set her
apart in an all-black college. When she joined the civil rights movement in
the 1970s, she found gender a new barrier.
In 1954 the Supreme Court ruled in Brown v. the Board of Education that
school segregation was unconstitutional. Schools in nearby Prince Edward
county had been closed for four years in an effort to avoid integration.
Students in that county traveled to schools in Mecklenberg. Whites and
blacks remained apart.
Though she knew ramifications were inevitable, Iris, in a move that
would shape the rest of her life, chose Blue Stone High for its superior
educational atmosphere. The community was shocked:

What the county assumed was that everybody would line up and the
blacks would go to the black school and the whites would go to the white
school. They had not anticipated a crossover. But that's what happened.

From eighth to twelfth grade, Iris's life was marked by loneliness and
isolation. She says, "I made no friends in high school. The alienation that
Iris endured throughout high school instilled in her a strong self-reliance,
as well as a firm belief in personal responsibility.
Iris was alone----almost. One other black student, a boy named Norman,
chose to attend Blue Stone, but the school's administration saw to it they
would never become allies and worked hard to keep the two separated:
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1 had an assigned seat on the bus, the only black female in a high school
of approximately 740 students. There was one black male and the school
saw to it that we were kept separated, in terms of class scheduling and
tracking of the kids and all that stuff. We just were never together.

The white students at Blue Stone made her feel unwelcome in any way
they could, with the school's faculty doing nothing to intervene:

On the bus, if somebody wanted to start a fight or do something to
aggravate you, there was nobody ever to intervene. Even with in-school
situations----/ remember pep rallies. I learned that my best bet was to
sit on the top bleachers as opposed to lower bleachers because the kids
would throw things down at me. This is a pep rally, it's in the school gym.
There are X number of faculty there because they have brought the kids to
be there. Nobody would intervene. Nobody would do anything to keep those
things from hitting me, whatever they were throwing.

Typical high school problems were amplified for Iris because of her
blackness. After items had been stolen from her locker, "I just left it
open. Whatever you wanted, you took." In the halls she was verbally and
sometimes physically harassed. In the classroom, she was singled out as
the token black, the "voice" of the black people:

I always hated this----and I hated this in graduate school----but in
high school, when we talked about the issues of slavery et cetera, I
always became the authority on whatever the civil rights issue was. The
problem is, I didn't know. Just by virtue of being black didn't make me an
authority.
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She remembers being framed and set up by white students and
sometimes punished by the administration:

1 think I was suspended once. What did I get suspended for? It was a
trumped up charge of something. I don't even remember what it was now. I
was always being hauled in the office for one thing or another.

But, for Iris the worst episode at Blue Stone happened in April 1968, on
the day after Martin Luther King had been assassinated. A group of white
students gathered around the flagpole to prevent the flag from being
lowered as President Johnson had asked. Both Iris and Norman intervened:

I remember one particular incident when Dr. King died, and the president
said the flag was to be lowered. The kids didn't want it lowered. I
remember there was a showdown and that was the worst on-campus day
for me. Norman----the black male student----he went out to the flag pole
when the other kids were jerking the chain and all this kind of thing. In
this struggle to keep the flag where it should have been, the way the chain
on that thing hit my finger, it just kind of like ripped the fingernails right
off my hand.

Iris retreated into herself. She remembers no teachers supportive of her
in high school and says, "I made no friends." She tuned out the constant
harassment at school, reporting none of it to school authorities. She never
fought back with students, and did not discuss her abysmal school
situation with her parents. As a result of Iris's "choice," the Hatcher
family was besieged by threatening phone calls. George was fired from his
job at a box factory, and could find subsequent employment only outside
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the county, traveling 60 miles daily to get back and forth to work.
Though she was lonely and frustrated, Iris credits her isolation with
making her an excellent student. She tackled her studies in high school
with the vigor of a college student:

School at that point was very much like work for me. I went home, I
typed whatever note I had to do, studied for whatever I had to do, wrote
papers. I had this English teacher named Hilda Collins. She would look at
my work, and everybody else's work----it wasn't necessarily a racial
thing----and she would always call it stupid. She just had a way of
putting down kids. So, when I was home, I studied a Jot. I guess I went
through high school as if it were a college environment, in terms of study
and preoccupation with it, more so than the things you generally associate
with high school.

After two years at Blue Stone, more black students arrived, but the
environment became no less hostile. The newer black kids were not as
passive as Iris and Norman had been. Tensions between them and white
students flared more frequently:

I was by myself for two years. The third year other black kids came in.
So that meant there were things like more black kids on the bus. My thing
is, I kept my mouth shut. I didn't pick at kids. I didn't fight with kids. I
was a pacifist. The chain thing----that's one thing that I did, and that's
about the only thing that I can remember I took some physical action to
stop. I can categorically say that other than that, I turned the other cheek.

The situation on the bus ride to school became a daily brush with
violence:
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The riding to school thing, these other kids were mouthy kids and they
would always get in trouble. I remember this (white) kid named Philip
used to take his books----these were like big science books, math books---and he would crack them down on this black girl's head. This was the
kind of blow that could've done serious damage to this child's neck and
spinal column. He would just go (grunts and imitates Philip smashing book
down) and crash them down on her head... Her father was the head of the
NAACP and all that kind of thing, but I really don't think that was a source
of the problem. They weren't messing with these kids because of that.
Philip would not mess with anybody else. If the bus would stop, he would
trip them up. The kids on the bus never did that kind of thing to me, never
did.

Iris considers that perhaps the white students at Blue Stone were
harsher to the blacks who came later because they had darker skin and
more "Negroid" features. But she feels that the main reason these students
were taunted so severely is simply because they reacted:

I always felt bad for those kids, but, again, they were mouthy, they were
fighters, they were hair pullers. And I never would do it.

Iris considered herself a pacifist then and still does now. She attributes
this to her mother:

My mother raised me that way. I always knew that if I fought, I would be
punished once I got home. My mother thoroughly believed that nothing
could be accomplished by physically fighting. See----l've always been a
little kid. I was always the littlest kid everywhere I've been. Even as a
kid, I'd get beat up. I'd come home and my dress would be pulled off the
waist and all this kind of thing and kids used to throw dirt and I'd get it in
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my hair. And my mother used to always say, "Whatever it is, nothing is
worth fighting over." So of course, I carried that on with me.

By the end of Iris's senior year at Blue Stone, she had come to feel
integrated with her white classmates in Hilda Collins's English class.
Some even sought Iris's help with their English homework. Ms. Collins's
strange brand of egalitarianism, that is, humiliating equally all of her
students, created an environment in which Iris felt she was just one of
the class. Plus, Ms. Collins's own kookiness took the focus off Iris for
once:

Everybody hated Ms. Collins. She had been there for 992 years. She said
she died and had been reincarnated as a blue bird. She wore stock heels---she weighed maybe 70 pounds. She had this Friar Tuck haircut with a huge
bald spot in her head. Her hair was a red, red, red, red, red. These kids
came to me and they would ask, "Have you done your homework?" I never
shared homework or anything, but we did get into discussions in English
class. We discussed plots and theme, whatever else we got out of the work
for the day. She would make us stand and orally diagram sentences ...She
would make us recite lines from Shakespeare. You'd have to remember the
line, convey it with some sense of reality in terms of how it would be
presented on stage, and say the punctuation. This was always
embarrassing for everyone.

It was in Ms. Collins's classroom, on the very last day of Iris's senior
year, that she had an experience that made her feel, for the first time,
integrated with her classmates:

The last day of school----there was this guy named James. James was
"The Nerd, " thick glasses, the pens in the pockets. The last day of school,
he was handing out candy. He gave me this piece of peppermint candy. He
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didn't say anything, he just gave me this little piece of candy in a wrapper.
(pauses) That was it.

Though it wasn't much, it was the only gesture of acceptance she had
ever been experienced at Blue Stone:

It was one of those moments where the moment itself spoke volumes
although nobody said anything. Everybody saw it. He had to stand up and he
came over to me. That was it. That was, I guess, the only moment of
acceptance----a silent kind of acceptance. It said, "You're okay. "'(pauses)
"We're not quite sure about the others (laughs), But you're okay."

While all eyes in the classroom were focused on her, Iris unwrapped the
peppermint candy and put it in her mouth in a sort of symbolic response to
James's gesture. "It wasn't poisoned or anything," she laughs.
Iris chose Blue Stone for strictly academic reasons and doesn't consider
the act in any way political. In fact, she doesn't consider herself a
political person at all:

In terms of becoming an activist, I don't think I was or am. I just look at
things like, "If this is what I want to do and there is nothing that should
logically prevent me from doing it, then I should be able to do it. " The
school thing----this was where I wanted to go. This was what I wanted to
do, so I went. I didn 't see it then as being, you know, revolutionary, or
extremely different. It hadn't been done before----but I didn't see myself
as a pathfinder or a trailblazer or any of that kind of thing.

Though her five years at Blue Stone were turbulent, Iris has never
regretted her choice:
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What 1 wanted academically, I had gotten. In that sense, I was satisfied.
But then, it was a time of isolation. (pause) I think that's why I went to
college where I went to, to try and readjust. I never did fit in there either.
1 think that I just learned how to cope with being by myself. I still
appreciated that kind of self-imposed isolation.

After her graduation in 1969, realizing that she needed to cultivate a
part of herself that was suppressed in high school, Iris made the radical
switch from an all-white high school to the all-black, all-female
Spellman College in Atlanta:

What I felt is that I needed to have a balance in cultures. I had spent
high school primarily in isolation. I figured I needed to know something
about black culture other than from reading James Baldwin, and Richard
Wright...So, I went to Spellman and to my surprise, there were no physical
kinds of problems as I had in high school, you know, kids punching a
protractor in my back, and that sort of thing (laughs).

Iris, however, experienced another kind of racism at Spellman. Her light
complexion and reddish-brown hair got her a lot of unsolicited invitations
from women on campus who "didn't want a dark roommate." Again she was
set apart, different.
Iris spent the summer before her first Spellman semester as she had
spent many others, working in her uncle's restaurant in Connecticut. In the
summer of 1969, she met several students who were a part of the
Atlantac University System. The students, political activists, encouraged
Iris to look them up once she arrived at Spellman. She did. Through this
group, Iris began dabbling with various political action groups, the first of
which was the Vine City Program to feed the poor, a "hands-on, fixin' grits
kind-of-thing":
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Spellman is in what's called the Vine City area, which is all this
affluence in the middle of poverty. So, all of these affluent black kids
come into this neighborhood where you have all of these inner city kids,
and of course, they do their bit for God and country and society, whatever,
like going out and feeding breakfast to the poor. I did that for a bit with
my roommate Ashforth. She was more interested in saving kids than I was.
Getting up at 6 o'clock in the morning (laughs) That's a real chore!

Iris discovered immediately through the Vine City program that it and
others established by students at the nearby all-male Morehouse College
had what she calls "hidden agendas:"

This program was one of those male things. Morehouse men would get
Spellman girls involved. That led to all these other sexual things among
people. Most folks----after they found that out----realized that there
was more to this than simply feeding folk oatmeal. They got the picture.

In her freshman year, Iris became involved with the local chapter of Dr.
Martin Luther King's civil rights organization, the Southern Christian
Leadership Conference. She found a disturbing imbalance of power between
men and women at the first meeting she attended. The men in SCLC were
outspoken, out front, and making decisions. The women were relegated to
clerical work, and making coffee at meetings:

I went somewhere for a meeting and I wound up doing the clerical type
stuff. Another girl wound up doing the mashed potatoes for supper.
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Through work she did for Maynard Jackson's campaign for mayor of
Atlanta in 1970, Iris learned a great deal about what went on behind the
scenes in the civil rights movement. Specifically, she saw firsthand the
hypocritical double lives of ministers and community leaders:

When election time came around, we did work for the campaign for
Maynard Jackson. That led us to people like Hosea Williams who is
absolutely crazy and a lot of the people associated with the movement---a lot of the ministers. There's this whole myth about ministers and
political leaders. On the one hand, they are supposedly doing so much for
the people, but in their private lives, these people really party hard. They
have all these women on the side. They are drinkers. They have a lot of
problems. That was one of the things that turned me against the whole kit
and caboodle.

Iris's experiences with these groups, the hypocrisy and "hidden
agendas"she encountered in them, turned her off totally to political
organizations in general, but specifically those dealing with civil rights:

After that, I didn't participate in anything that was political, not
political in the sense that it involved any of the established groups like
the Southern Christian Leadership Conference. It was just one of those
things. These were guys that make the circuit, in some instances, stirring
up things. So, there's a political agenda, and then there's this other agenda.
A lot of people get sucked into it. .. A lot of kids really wanted to help the
situation, but this was not a good situation because you have people like
that, it was a game for them. They put on this show, doing one thing but
there was always something hidden. A lot of people were used. I remember
as part of the Maynard Jackson campaign----these were girls, small-town
kids for the most part----they just really got themselves run through by
the various crews that came in.
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Iris frequently saw blatant sexual objectification of young Spellman
women by older, more sophisticated Morehouse men. The men, in politico
guise, would discuss the "black agenda" while luring young women to
secluded places after meetings. Iris describes the scene as "one massive
orgy after another." Morehouse men were very selective about the women
they recruited for the "cause." They targeted first-year females away
from home for the first time, small-town girls who had lived "sheltered"
lives.
Women who did not allow themselves to be taken to secluded places
were ostracized by SCLC men. Some had their names placed on "The List," a
roster of alleged lesbians and other women to be discredited and
humiliated. "The List" was circulated widely to males within the
movement. Iris recalls being told by an SCLC insider, "You made the list."
It said, "Iris Hart----Little Man."
Iris was so disenchanted with the rampant sexism within SCLC that she
left the organization midway through her freshman year:

You can't work on equality among races when you have all kinds of
inequalities within the race. You've got to get your own house in order.

Though she was able to fend for herself, Iris regrets that many gullible
young women were exploited by the movement. "So many young women fell
through the cracks," she says.
During her sophomore year, Iris began dating Morehouse senior Benjamin
Hart. The Vietnam War was in full swing and it concerned them both that
Benjamin might have to serve rather than attend medical school. Iris
remembers little anti-Vietnam action on campus:

There was not a whole bunch on campus about Vietnam. I think the
general attitude with the kids where we were was kind of, "Let the white
boys fight it. It's their battle." Of course, we knew some kids who were
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there, we had friends. The biggest thing was trying to avoid the war
situation. There was no hard-core stuff that went on on campus in terms
of protest. Of course, Spellman is all-female. Morehouse, obviously, had
more stuff.

For her part, Iris personally opposed the war:

I'm not a warrior at all. I very much think we should spend our time on
domestic situations and let other folk take care of theirs. I just don't
agree with most reasons for war.

Iris and Benjamin married in June 1971. That fall, the two relocated to
Buffalo where Benjamin enrolled in medical school at the State University
of New York, and Iris transferred to Rosary Hill College, a Catholic girls
school. Iris changed her major from Economics to English:

He was going to be a doctor. He needed somebody to raise children. I was
interested in economics, applied civil law, and he said, ''Nah, you don't
want to do that. " I switched to English because it was next on the list
(laughs) ... Economics, English. I said, "I'll take it."

Iris proudly showed Benjamin her set of grades from her first semester
at Rosary Hill. She made six As in her English courses and a B in a Religion
course. Benjamin, who had graduated Morehouse with a double major in
Biology and Chemistry, a minor in Physics, and a 4.0 grade point average,
looked at the report card and told her, "God, you're a stupid broad . ., Iris
says, .,Therein lies one of the reasons why we were later to divorce . .,
Though Iris compromised her own happiness repeatedly for the sake of
the marriage, she began to realize that Benjamin was fighting a demon
that she could not squash, namely his own racism. Iris saw that Benjamin
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was not the "Southern, very pro-home, very pro-family" man she thought
he was when he revealed he was having an affair with another woman, a
white woman, and that she was pregnant with his child:

When I married him, I thought he was very pro-black folk, black pride,
the race, the whole thing----not necessarily that he was political, but
that that was his stance. However, he got himself into a situation where
he had two mulatto children during our marriage. That's one of the reasons
1 divorced him, too ... You've got to understand that Benjamin was basically
a farm boy who spent too much time in his books. Not enough time in
understanding the human condition.

Benjamin's parents were outraged at the birth of his racially mixed
child. Days later, his father had a stroke:

His parents were very, very upset. In fact, the day his first child was
born, he called his mother and he told her something about sowing wild
oats. He gave a similar report to his father. Within a week his father had
fallen ill with a massive stroke. When I got to the hospital to see his dad,
his father said to me, "Is she pretty?" I thought he was out of his head. I
had no idea what he was saying. His words were all slurred. And he finally
said to me, "The girl in Buffalo." I said, "I don't know, father. " ... He and his
father never came to grips with the birth of his first child.

When Ben announced that he and his white mistress were expecting their
second child, Iris had had enough:

I said, "Man, this is not gonna work." I needed to get out of the situation.
It was a situation that the longer I stayed in it, the worse it got. You can't
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live in a lousy situation and act as though everything is normal. It's not. I
detached myself from it.

The irony of creating another .. self-imposed isolation, .. this time within
her marriage, is not lost on Iris:

I always said that my being in high school was excellent conditioning
because I learned how to live alone.

Iris left Ben in 1979, and moved to St. Petersburg. After their divorce in
1980, Benjamin married another white woman. Iris says it's a situation
she sees frequently in the black community:

It just bothered me. You hear so many black males in this situation
screaming about what the White Man has done to us and all that. Then they
go home to these white women. Somehow you can never square that with
yourself. I think that's a major problem for black men.

Iris remembers the pressure her ex-husband was under in medical
school. Racism, she says, played a part in it. She sometimes wonders if
having a white girlfriend makes it somehow easier for black men under
pressure:

He would come home and talk about tests being unfair. Working 36 hours
straight, you come home and you sleep four hours, then they call you in. I
know it was difficult for him. I know that race had a lot to do with these
problems. Then somehow, they have forgotten that reality when they get
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involved with these white women.

Iris taught at St. Petersburg Junior College on the Clearwater campus
during the 1979-1980 academic year. She moved to Gainesville in 1980
and began teaching at Sante Fe Community College. Iris is also an adjunct
instructor at satellites campuses for both NOVA and Bethune Cookman.
Though she renounced her political activism in the early 1970s with her
SCLC experience, Iris is anything but inactive. She works tirelessly for
school reform, focusing much of her energy on working for improvement
for adjunct instructors. She is the coordinator for the English department
faculty adjuncts at Sante Fe:

The big political thing among faculty is the adjunct situation. If you're
gonna hire an English person----let's just say you're starting pay is
$40,000, you could hire for one full-time position probably five
individuals for that one person. You could pay them maybe, maybe $7 000 a
piece before taxes. They get no fringe benefits. Getting a parking decal is
a miracle of rare device.

Iris worries about adjunct instructors because they have no base, no
kind of anchor to secure them to something stable:

The problem with adjuncts is they are teaching at 40 million places.
Many don't have an allegiance to one place. As a result, whatever
curriculum a department has may go down the drain. What can you do for
these folks? It's really a situation that needs to be looked at...My job is
that they know whatever's going on in the department. I try to keep the
lines of communication open. I feed them information, do handbooks and
things like that. If I don't write them, I edit them or contribute to them. I
evaluate their classes. I troubleshoot. Make sure at the beginning of the
term everybody has keys to their offices and everybody's got a parking
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space and a desk--got something to call my own, "This right here is mine."
(motions to imaginary object).

Iris is also the advisor to the campus Baptist Bible Studies Group,
something she did to legitimize the existence of a group in need of a
campus sponsor:

Mind you, I'm Catholic. But, all co/lege-sponsored clubs have to have a
faculty advisor. These kids were running around looking for an advisor.
Somebody said, "Go to Ms. Hart. She 'II do it. " So, I've been doing that for a
couple of years. They come and they bring their bibles and have lunch
together----This is purely a figurehead thing. They're existence can be
legitimized by my being there, so why not? This is fundamentalist, downhome "Die and you gonna go to hell right now!" stuff. A preacher in town
said to me, "Would you do this?" I said, "If they're not testing their fate
with rattlesnakes and strychnine, sure, I'll do it, "(laughs.)

For almost ten years, Iris has worked as a curriculum coordinator for
the College Achievement Program, geared toward high school graduates
who need to brush up on basic skills:

That allows me to see what's going on in schools. We have kids---obviously there's the single-parent family situation, the teen-age
pregnancy situation, the drug situation. We've got the black male situation.
We invite, say, 50 kids to the program. We're lucky if we get a fifth of
those being guys.

Iris's status as single women got her involved with grading the first
batch of Florida's College Level Academic Skills Tests (CLAST) :
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1 remember it well. My chairman said to me, "Are you married?" I said,
"No." He said, "You don't have any family? Good. I want you to take
Thanksgiving and grade this test." So because I had no children and no
family ... (laughs).

Since then Iris has been at the CLAST head table, "the folk that make the
final decisions on things, in terms of grading and scoring." Presently, she's
on the task force that determines what is going to be on the exam.
Iris feels it is through this work and her teaching that she can make the
kinds of contributions to the black community, and the community in
general, that are important. This sort of direct action, she feels, is more
significant than sitting around at political rallies and meetings:

You could not pay me to go to an NAACP meeting now. I think they are a
bunch of silly people who don't do anything. I don't like churches and
ministers tel/ing people what to do. Whatever I do, I do it because I think
it's for a greater good. Like my helping in the CAP program, I could be in
the NAACP in Gainesville for a hundred years and can't accomplish as
much. I don't like to waste my time and energies. There are a lot of things
I could do in terms of helping "the community," but those folk don't want
to pay me for my services. If I want to volunteer, I'll go to a children's
hospital or a reading room or a library somewhere, something like that.
That's one of the sad things about the community----/ mean specifically
the black community----it wants you to give, give, give, give. That giving
is supposed to mean something.

Iris's classroom is a place where she doesn't mind giving and giving.
Equality is important to her. Her effort to involve the males in her English
classes and keep them from feeling alienated is nothing short of a
crusade:
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One of the things you find out is that men are really being shafted in
terms of literature----because everybody is into feminism, or antifeminism. A male student asked me about two years ago, "Ms. Hart, do we
have to do another one of those psycho chick things?" (laughs) ...Some of
the faculty really have problems. There isn't a balance. The guys right now
just kind of cower in their seats. You read "Granny Weatherall". Crazy
woman. You read "Chrysanthemums". Crazy woman. You read "The Yellow
Wall Paper", "Miss Emily. " Crazy women. So what I try to do is balance it.
If I do a "Miss Emily" and a "Granny Weatherall, " I'll do an "Open Boat" and a
"Goodman Brown, " So I can achieve the balance, because I think it's
important... lnstead of asking a women's issue question, I will talk about
the relationship, perhaps, of spouses rather than to focus it. Or if I give a
woman's question, I'll give a man's question.

She says multiculturalism and political correctness in school are
sometimes more trouble than they are worth:

This global diversity or cultural diversity, or multiculturalism, you
know, the problem is there's no need of mine reading a story about some
aboriginal tribe or some Eskimo tribe if I have to spend three days
establishing background, it doesn't make it worth it... / think that there are
some basic courtesies that we ought to extend people. Beyond that, I think
people are overly touchy.

Iris frequently sees isolated students who remind her of herself in high
school. Though she makes it a policy not to interfere in student's lives,
she will talk to those who come to her. Some students, she says, frustrate
her with their inability to see that their actions provoke hostility in
others:
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White women will come to me wanting to know what's wrong with
everyone in town. These are girls who have become black in their speech.
They want to know, "Why can't I take John Henry down to Rickenbocker's" or
whatever. I tell them, "I'm not saying this is a taboo thing but this is
basically a redneck town. Whatever you do, please make sure you don't
antagonize people." That's what I see in a lot of these relationships. These
kids just bring it on themselves.

Iris tries to reason with students to be personally responsible for their
own safety:

This one little lady came form Ocala horse country. She goes and picks up
the guys. Now here's one white girl with three black boys. She's got her
Mercedes convertible and her hair blowing in the wind and these boys from
the 'Hood. At some point, something is going to happen. They'll got stopped
by a cop or something. Somebody somewhere is going to intervene. My
whole point to them is, "Look y'all, don't do that behavior. Don't put
yourself in harm's way." You go to a bar and some redneck jumps on you
because you are with this-color person or you are with that-color person.
I say, "The problem is, at some point, y'a/1 got to go home and THAT'S the
guy who has the rifle in the back of his truck." You need to be careful.

Iris never remarried and has no plans to. Though she has found the idea
of having children interesting at times, she has decided, "I probably will
not have children. I'm fast approaching 45. That's old for a first child. I
don't want to be 60-years-old, having a kid graduating from high school."
What began at school ends at school for Iris, who says, "I enjoy my work
as a teacher." Despite the fact that she almost single-handedly segregated
her school system in the mid-1 960s, she has cultivated a solid, peaceful
existence for herself, one where self-reliance and introspection reign.
Like a modern day Thoreau at his beloved Walden Lake, she lives, she says,
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Dr. Ruth Whitney, 57, is a Women's Studies professor at the University
of South Florida. Ruth is herself a study in contrasts. Her hair is flecked
with grey and she wears no make-up or jewelry, yet, she sports vibrant,
colorful shirts with African accents. She is good-natured, and quick to
laugh, but intensely serious about social issues. She speaks
systematically and patiently, even when discussing chaotic world events.
Her political activism dates back to running for student council
president of her junior high school, through a trip with the first Peace
Corps group to Ghana, West Africa, to her more recent work on domestic
violence and other women's issues.
What makes a girl from the Midwest, the whitest place on the planet,
want to venture to Ghana, West Africa? Simply, put, Ruth's mission is to
"bring love into the world."
Born the second of four daughters to Dick, a businessman, and Ginny, a
homemaker, she grew up in Quincy, Illinois. Quincy, located on the Missouri
River, has a population of 40,000 to 50,000. Ruth says hers was a "regular
small town upbringing," except that her family was transformed by her
father's alcoholism:

The family was dysfunctional. My father was an alcoholic from the
time I was born. That had an immense influence on my life. He finally
stopped drinking when I was 74. My mother really was progressively
becoming a worse alcoholic when he stopped. She proceeded to get into
full-blown alcoholism. He died when I was 2 7 from cirrhosis of the liver
because of the alcoholism, even though he had stopped. He was only 54, so
that was a big loss. My mother kept drinking. We had severe problems. I
had some aunts who had alcoholic problems as well, her sisters.

Though her parents' alcoholism created difficulties for her family, it
gave Ruth a systematic, unique way of looking at the world, in terms of
recognizing its problems, developing methods of change, and healing those
in need, which is, to this day, still Ruth's number one priority:
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The positive side of that was me wanting to change the world and to
help people because I saw the suffering in my own family of myself and
my sisters and my mother from my father's alcoholism. That was part of
my impetus to try to take suffering out of the world----/ got that when I
was a young kid. The other part was my father's stopping drinking. He was
very involved in A.A. and helped other alcoholics stop drinking. He would
bring them home, you know, and sit in the kitchen with a big pot of coffee.
He helped a lot of other people stop drinking. So I learned from 74 on that
you help people when they have problems. That's a legacy I have from my
father...So I've always wanted to be a person who helped take suffering out
of the world. In order to do that, you have to help change things.

Her parent's alcoholism also compelled Ruth to find an escape for
herself, to channel her energies constructively, and to achieve a sense of
personal fulfillment. She found those outlets in both her school studies
and athletics:

It (the alcoholism) also made me a good student, too, and I also was a
good athlete, because that was an escape from the tension and the
unhappiness in the home. I could go out and be successful. I was young
person----where else can you be successful but in school? Obviously with
a Ph.D, I pursued my education to the fullest extent! (laughs) I was always
an excellent student and could block out the dysfunction in the home by
sitting at the dining room table doing my school work and just totally
block all the bad things going on out of my mind... You take some lemons and
make lemonade.

After graduating from Quincy Senior High School, Ruth earned a
Bachelors Degree in Mathematics from Marquette University in Milwaukee.
After that, she taught at a junior high school in Kenosha, Wisconsin for
one year. Then, in 1961, in an effort to broaden her scope of 11 taking
suffering out of the world, 11 23-year-old Ruth joined the Peace Corps in its
very first year, despite her mother's disapproval:

By that time, my father had already died, and it was a major thing. My
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mother didn't want me to go. It was the very first year for the Peace
corps. We got to go to the White House. When Kennedy said, "Ask not what
your country can do for you, but what you can do for your country," I joined
the Peace Corps! (laughs) ... We were the first group to go overseas, so we
got to go to the White House and shake President Kennedy's hand. Our
picture was in Time magazine. I have a picture of myself shaking hands
with President Kennedy. ..As much as the Peace Corps is still in existence
today as a successful program, back in 7961 people were calling it
"Kennedy's Kiddy Corps. " It was not at all thought of by everyone as a good
idea. There were a Jot of people out there who thought this was a major
foreign policy blunder to send these young, idealistic know-nothings
overseas to represent the United States of America in all corners of the
world! (laughs) "They're gonna go fall flat on their face and cause major
foreign policy blunders! This is a major mistake!"

Through the Peace Corps, Ruth worked as a mathematics teacher at Waa
Asantewa Secondary School in Ghana, West Africa for two years. While in
Africa, she learned about liberty and freedom and the lack thereof in other
countries:

We were over there in Ghana. But another group came in to Africa, in
Nigeria, several hundred miles away. A woman from that group sent a
postcard home describing the poverty----it was on a postcard and got
picked up by the Nigerian authorities and caused them major incident. So
she had to be sent home. The president of our country, Kwame Nkrumah,
said if that had happened in Ghana, he would've sent the whole troop of us
home, not just one person.

Ruth and her fellow Americans made what she feels was a "real concrete
contribution" to the fledgling school system in the recently independent
Ghana:

If I hadn't been in that classroom, there would've been no teacher there,
because Ghana had just gotten independent from Britain in 7957. Before
independence, they only had some kind of elite missionary schools. They
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didn't have any public school system, so when Kwame Nkruma came in as
the first president of the country, he set up 20 public high schools all at
once. We started with, we called it a "form"----the first year of high
school----and each year we took on another. Once that group went on to
the second year, then we took on a new first year. If the Peace Corps
hadn't been there, we couldn't have had people to staff all those schools.
So we really did help develop the country and its whole secondary
education system, 20 high schools all at once, all over the country, a
country the size of Illinois and Indiana. That's major.

The members of Ruth's Peace Corps group from 1961 have stayed in
touch:

We had a real esprit de corps, my group. We still have reunions. Because
we really felt we were building something and even today----it's over 30
years----/ really feel it's an important program. It's symbolic. Instead of
sending military troops all over the world, you should be sending people to
help with the underdevelopment... The peace corps is a really important
symbol of the way America should be dealing with the world.
After her stint with the Peace Corps, Ruth returned to the States in
1963, and became very involved in the civil rights movement. She taught,
out of a commitment to the movement, at predominantly black Calvin
Coolidge High School in Washington, DC., while simultaneously working on
a graduate degree in Religion from Catholic University of America in D.C.
Ruth was disturbed by the blatant discrepancies in equipment and
facilities at her school, compared to those available at all-white schools
across Rock Creek Park:

The schools did not have proper equipment. The schools had racist
teachers. The racism was real evident. The white schools across Rock
Creek Park----if you know Washington----had more facilities, better
facilities and more equipment than we did.

Once Ruth earned her Master's Degree, she began teaching at the college
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level at St. Petersburg College in Jersey City, New Jersey. It was in New
Jersey that she got involved in the antiwar movement, another way for
Ruth to "change the world, stop the suffering:"

1 taught there for a couple of years and meanwhile, the Vietnam war
protest movement was picking up so I got really involved in the Vietnam
protest movement (laughs) . I attended national marches in New York City
and in Washington, DC where there would be 500,000 people singing "Give
Peace A Chance. " We would circle the White House.

Ruth watched as fellow protesters were whisked off to jail after
attempting to "shut down the government" by blocking traffic in a civil
disobedience demonstration. Approximately 13,000 demonstrators filled
Washington D.C.'s jails for more than 24 hours. Because there were so
many, some arrested protesters were temporarily detained in Robert
Kennedy Stadium.
Ruth says she "really got a sense of America" at demonstrations like
these in the 19 60s. She remembers protesters picked up by the police
sincerely singing "God Bless America" in bus loads on the way to the
police station:

With peace demonstrations and feminist demonstrations, you really get
a sense of America. It's the same with the Peace Corps----the greatness
and the false. The peace demonstrations----you feel like it's a whole new
world. It's really a glimpse of what you want the world to be when you
have hundreds of thousands of people singing, "Give Peace a Chance" on the
bus to jail.
In another antiwar demonstration that Ruth participated in, she and
other protesters dressed as Vietnamese citizens, laying down in the
sidewalk in front of the White House:
We were trying to show them that the Vietnamese people were being
killed.
Then and now, Ruth finds it troubling that some people are critical of
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her activism:

People sometimes don't take seriously the protests of other people out
of principle. Some people criticize. They think we're just doing these
things for a lark or for excitement.

Ruth admits she wasn't immediately clear on her stand concerning
Vietnam, because she believed in her country and its leaders. After her
own investigation into the history of Vietnam and our involvement with
that country, she concluded that the war was not morally acceptable:

I didn't start out against the war. I started out thinking the president
knows best. I educated myself, argued and debated, and read the Pentagon
papers, and did all the things you do to find out the truth as much as you
can know it. I then concluded that this war was killing innocent people. It
was a civil war and that we had no right to be over there. In fact, when Ho
Chi Minh came to the U.S. for help in 1946 after WW/1, after the Japanese
had been in there, we should have helped him keep the French out. The
French had been there before and they wanted to come back and instead we
supported the French. We took the wrong stand. Then it was a war to get
the French out. The French got out----then you know, the country got
divided and it was a civil war. It was wrong.

In 1970, after years of commitment to make things better for blacks in
America, Ruth became aware that women, too, were suffering in this
country. Sensing a new problem that needed to be corrected, Ruth dove in
head-first and has remained committed:
I became a feminist when I was in Washington as a graduate student.
Before that, I would have said, "Blacks are discriminated against, but
women aren't." I recognized racism before sexism. I can remember having
discussions about that. That was in the earlier 7960s. I didn't recognize
sexism as a problem. I recognized it in 7970 and joined the National
Organization for Women and I've been a NOW member ever since. It's been
25 years I've been a NOW member.
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In retrospect, Ruth realized that she had always had a vague awareness
of the imbalance of power between men and women. She considers a junior
high school experience in which she ran for class president and lost to an
apolitical football player part of the "roots" of her feminism:

Once I became a NOW member, I looked back on my life and saw way back
in junior high, when I ran for president of the student council and got beat
by the football captain who hadn't done anything, and in the whole year
before I had served diligently and made the student council a very activist
organization----and he had done nothing. He comes in and I lost by nine
votes. How many years ago was that and I remember it was nine votes!
(laughs) ... I knew that was wrong. There was injustice here. Because he was
the football captain, he won. He didn't know anything about student
council. I almost won, but I learned a lesson. Later in senior high, instead
of running for president my senior year, I ran for vice president and a man
ran for president, so I could be active in student council... / learned a
lesson that you don't take the top position, not because you don't want it
or you're not able to do it, but because some unqualified person will get it.
So , when I look back, I can see the roots of my feminism. But I didn't
consciously become a feminist until 7970.

Ruth learned of NOW through one of its 1970 demonstrations which
received heavy publicity in newspapers and other media. Once she joined
NOW, she became one of the organization's most active members. While
working on her Ph.D., she served as the organization's D.C. vice president
for several years. Through NOW work in D.C., Ruth became friends with
many of the most well-known feminists in America, including Ellie Smeal
and Betty Friedan.
In 1970, Ruth married a man she describes as a "workaholic," who was
not involved in politics, and not supportive of her activism. The marriage
lasted only briefly until they divorced in 1973.
In 1973, Ruth earned her PhD. and got a job teaching at St. Elizabeth's
College in Montclair, New Jersey. Soon after she applied for and received a
teaching position at Rutgers University, where she began teaching
Women's Studies:
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1 taught

there for a number of years, teaching religion. That's where I
started teaching Women's Studies. I taught one course on Women and
Religion and all the other courses on religion. Women's Studies was brand
new then. It was in the late 1960s, early 1970s that Women's Studies
started. Rutgers had one of the really good programs, started by Elaine
Showalter who now teaches at Princeton, who is an expert in English
Literature. She wrote one of the first books on Women's Studies and
Literature.
Ruth met more well-known feminist scholars during the early 1970s
through the work she was doing with NOW in New Jersey and through the
Women's Studies program at Rutgers:

We used to bring speakers down, Gloria Steinhem, Susan Brownmiller,
Kate Millet. New Brunswick was only 30 miles from New York and a lot of
the top feminists, the well-known feminists lived in New York, so we
brought them all down to speak at our campus. We met with them and had
dinner with them ... l thought they were all great.

Ruth particularly admired Adrienne Rich, also a Rutgers professor in the
early 1970s, for her commitment to getting lesser known feminist
scholars recognized, even if it took capitalizing on her own name. But Ruth
remembers Rich was often· distressed by the special attention she
received at Rutgers:

Adrienne Rich was a really neat woman. She finally left because it was
so patriarchal. They put her on all the top committees because she was a
big name ...She lived her politics. She would bring unknown people like
Susan Griffith, a poet who also writes non-fiction. At the time Adrienne
would have them come, they were totally unknown. She would do a joint
reading. She would read some of her writing and they would read some of
theirs. Adrienne would attract a crowd. Katherine Barry, who wrote The
Female Sexual Slavery, was another. Adrienne did this a number of times,
bringing people this way.
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In a difficult decision in 1979, Ruth left Rutgers and worked "more than
full-time" for NOW as a field organizer and a field director, trying to
ratify the Equal Rights Amendment. Through her ERA work she got to know
more closely Ellie Smeal (NOW president at the time) , Patricia Ireland,
Molly Yard and Judith Goldsmith. The women sometimes met until three in
the morning. They were concentrating their efforts on three states:
Illinois, Wyoming, and South Dakota, to finish the amendment's
ratification .
Ruth felt ERA demanded her energies. Though giving up teaching was
difficult for her, she felt her work for the amendment was more
important:

I really felt that this would be making history, and it would help my
young students more to do this than if I kept teaching for these years.
For more than a year, Ruth worked tirelessly in those three states,
campaigning for ERA, putting literally thousands of miles on her small
Toyota:

The extension had been passed, so we had until June 30, 7982. I worked
for over a year in Illinois, which was one of the states, and that was my
home state. I traveled from Chicago, which is where my office was, all the
way to Cairo, which is the southern tip. I was traveling so much that in a
three month period, I put 9000 miles on my car, all in Illinois! (laughs).
During this time, Ruth brought feminist author Betty Friedan from New
York and shuttled around Illinois as well. Wyoming, the first state to
ratify the women's right to vote in 1869, had recently ratified the Equal
Rights Amendment. But some in that state were fighting to have a repeal
of the amendment.
Ruth immediately went to Wyoming to urge voters there to not repeal
the amendment, though she admits she wasn't sure of the legality of the
process. Ruth knew only that some part of the world needed saving, and in
typically spontaneous fashion, she set out to do it, this time jeopardizing
her own safety by traveling through a blizzard in Wyoming:
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1 went out there real quick in January, blizzard time, and traveled all
over Wyoming in my little car and went through the blizzard on the South
Pass, which is where the pioneers used to go across the mountains. I
could've gotten killed. It was really stupid. I didn't know there was going
to be a blizzard and I got into the South Pass with my radio on and they
said, "There's a blizzard in the South Pass." (laughs)
She returned to do more ERA work for NOW in Illinois during 1980 and
most of 1981 , before accepting the field director position for NOW in its
Florida chapter:

I traveled the entire state of Florida down to Key Largo, all over Florida,
including the Panhandle, which let me tell you , is really conservative. I
was here when we went down in defeat in 7982. We passed the house by
one vote and we lost the senate 76-22. Dempsey Barron----he controlled
the Florida senate, and he put us down in defeat. But we were sending
250,000 letters to the legislature as well as telegrams, as well as phone
calls. We had an enormous campaign. It was a major campaign, but we
went down in defeat ... lt was really sad. I was really hopeful that we could
do it.

Ruth learned through her ERA work that our country has a history of
resistance to change when that change concerns women's rights:

The Equal Rights Amendment is a basic statement of equality, which our
country has supposedly stood for since 1776. Part of what you Jearn is
that there's real resistance to stopping sexism. John Adams didn't want to
give equality to women in 1776. Well, they didn't want us to have equality
in 7982. There is a major resistance.

Ruth thinks that getting women into legislative power is a key strategy
to getting women equal rights:
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El/ie Smeal always says that if the legislatures were half women, we
would have gotten the Equal Rights Amendment passed. She started putting
a lot of her energy into electing female politicians because the average on
the women, it's not 700% for women supporting ERA, but it's about 75%, so
if you have half-women in there, you would have ratified the Equal Rights
Amendment.

After the ERA defeat, Ruth remained in Florida, relocating from her NOW
headquarters in Tallahassee to St. Petersburg, where she spent time
writing. In 1989, Ruth began teaching at the University of South Florida on
both the Tampa and St. Petersburg campuses. She also has been an adjunct
instructor at St. Petersburg Junior College, the University of Tampa, and
Eckerd College.
Ruth is still very active in feminist issues. She has been a state NOW
officer since she arrived in Florida, as well as the president of the
Pinellas chapter for two years. For ten years, she has led the Violence
Against Women committee, and been a rape crisis counselor. She has been
active with the Center Against Spouse Abuse for several years. Since
1988, she has been on the Pinellas County Domestic Violence Task Force, a
group that has made "enormous" changes with police arrests:

When we started, the police were bringing about 7000-1500 cases to
the state attorney, and that was in 7986, 7987, 7988. They are now
bringing 7000 cases. It's because we push them. We've made real changes
there.

Ruth is also currently working on a book titled A New Vision of Love and
Feminism: Love, Be Safe, and Grow, which describes feminism as "a vision
and practice of love:"

Feminism is acts of love to stop discrimination, domination, and
violence, and to actualize respect, liberty, equality, justice, and love for
all people. I think most feminists aren't connecting love and feminism in
the way I am, so I think there's something really new here... There's a
continuum of two extremes----the feminist being more democratic,
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empowering, partnership way of dealing with people. Then there's the---what I call----patriarchal, more dominating, more authoritarian way of
dealing with people. It's a continuum, but it's sad to say, there are some
feminists who have feminist goals like choice, or the Equal Rights
Amendment, who nevertheless, in their behavior patterns, act in a
patriarchal way.
Ruth analyzes the different forces at work in these different ways of
dealing with people:
In one, the power is domination. In the other, the power is empowering
people and helping them to accomplish their goals. One of the ways I
learned about them was by watching people like Dempsey Barron, and other
patriarchal types, but also by watching feminists.

Ruth feels the feminist movement needs to address its own behavior
before it can realistically tackle the problems of society as a whole. Many
of those problems, in fact, are one and the same, brought on by years of
absorbing social messages from the patriarchy:

That's one of our biggest problems with the feminist movement. We have
to purify our own behaviors. I have to watch for them in myself. In fact,
what I often say is that we've all been taught to act patriarchal, men more
so than women, because men are taught to dominate and we're taught to be
submissive. But being submissive is really part of being patriarchal,
because you're still buying into it.
Though Ruth feels our patriarchal society harms more than it heals, she
thinks there are parts of "the system" that are worth working with. She
finds problematic the amount of control politicians exert over each other:

I've got a foot in both camps. There are parts of the system that are
worth keeping and there are parts of the system that are really corrupt.
Congress officially represents us, but the way it's run is by a patriarchal
group who want to control everybody else. That's not democracy. If you
were going into Congress, you 'd be controlled by Newt Gingrich or Bob
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Dole.
Ruth recognizes the need for change, but admits it is not always easy to
develop new ideas and visions for our society because we are so mired in
our own socialization:

I ask my classes to come up with their own vision, but I think it's really
hard to have a vision of a different world because the patriarchy is so
omnipresent. We breathe it in. It's everywhere. We don't even realize it.
Because it's everywhere, it's hard to envision a different world.

For Ruth, the times she has come closest to feeling a "different world"
is possible are the moments after a political march or demonstration:

After a march, we're walking down the street and the traffic is still
blocked off because we've taken over the streets. Everybody's in peace and
harmony because we've all just been together and unified, and we've had
the experience of unity. That's a new world.
Change is possible, according to Ruth. The feminist movement can
reconstruct the patriarchy. She thinks resistance to equal rights comes
from people with stock in the power imbalance, big corporations. But she
is hopeful that resistance can be overcome. She is especially hopeful for
young women, who have a movement from which to work:

There's now a movement. I had to learn all this without a movement
there... The movement is flawed. It has problems, but as Marilyn French
says, what the movement is is women moving, whatever they do. The
movement is much beyond even an organization like NOW... / think there's
real resistance to the change out there. A lot of people aren't aware, but
because of my ERA experience, I'm very aware just how strong that
resistance is. There are some books out on why the ERA got defeated but I
don't think they pinpointed it. I think it's really big corporations like the
insurance industry and Sears and people who discriminate against women
who were really behind-the-scenes lobbyists... l'm not unrealistic about
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the nature of the resistance to equality for women, but now we have a
movement. Women's Studies, I think, is a major part in helping to educate
people, and there's immense literature out there that I want my book to be
part of. Then there's organizations and even more modern organizations
like the League of Women Voters, and the Business and Professional
Women have some feminist understanding, although they don't call
themselves feminist organizations.

Though there is resistance to feminism even from women themselves,
Ruth thinks the majority of women in this country support women's
issues, even though they reject the feminist label, primarily because the
media has distorted the image of the women's movement. However, Ruth
feels that even if a woman never joins any part of the movement, even if
she never considers herself a feminist, she can still create change in her
own life, by doing things like pursuing a career in a field with few women:

The polls show that the vast majority of women do support feminist
issues even though they might say, "I'm not a feminist." But they'll say, "I
support equal pay for equal work. " The polls show that young women in
particular support the issues of the movement----Even those who would
say, "I'm not a feminist." Part of the reason why more women don't say
they're feminists is the backlash, particularly the media image of
feminism that has created a negative image which I am also hoping to
correct with my book... l'm hopeful. I'm really hopeful for young women and
the older women. But we have to keep getting people involved. It is hard.
Certainly as an organizer, I know how hard it is to get people involved, but
there's a lot of young women as well as other women who are really doing
things that are promoting a feminist movement without calling it a
feminist movement. I mean, they're going for promotions, they're going
into fields and achieving.

Ruth feels the women's movement could use help with its image and
hopes her book will correct some misconceptions about feminism:

If the movement is going to be successful, it's got to have a better
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image. The heart of the movement is a movement to create more loving
individuals and a more loving world, and since I really believe that's what
the movement is, we should get the image of that movement out there. If I
get my book published then I'll hopefully have a platform to speak about
those issues. More women will get the bra-burning image out of their
heads (laughs) and get this other image of feminism in ... Hopefully, more
women will be able to say, "I'm a feminist."

Aside from her extensive work in the feminist movement, Ruth has
continued to be active in civil rights and the peace movement. In 1991 she
protested the Gulf War at MacDill Air Force Base in Tampa. She has done
actions with the Tampa Bay Peace Education Program. She is a member of
the National Association for the Advancement of Colored People.
For the past several years, Ruth was involved with the sexual
harassment suit initiated by Iris Wilson against the vice president of St.
Petersburg Junior College, in which Wilson was awarded $60,000 in 1995.
Ruth, who is a personal friend of Wilson's, learned about the effects of
sexual harassment:

It (the harassment) was verbal and he handed her some pictures. He
didn't put his hands on her, but still, it's devastating. I learned that it's
more than I thought. If they rape you, we know that's devastating. But this
was ongoing verbal abuse... Sexual harassment puts you down. It makes you
lesser. It's a power thing. It's a way to sexualize you and make you a sex
object instead of a worker.

Ruth feels sexual harassment is another behavior we learn from the
patriarchy, from messages that teach that "a man's approval is the most
important thing, including a man's approval of our looks."
The patriarchy remains in power, she feels, because they use a simple
strategy of divide and conquer, keeping a small, elite group in power at
the top, and dividing the masses, pitting then against each other until they
are powerless to challenge those in control:

It's wonderful being an academic, trying to figure out all these things,
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why is there prejudice against Jews? Against women? Against AfricanAmericans? Part of it is just to divide and conquer, let's divide everybody
up. Particularly in a patriarchy, when you have a few people at the top, if
you divide everybody else up and they're all fighting with each other,
nobody is threatening. It keeps the power up here (motions with her hand).
So, we're taught to be prejudiced against Jews, to be prejudiced against
homosexuals... lt's all taught. I was taught to be racist. I was taught
sexism and homophobia. They do it so subtly you're not even really sure.
Somewhere along the line, I don't remember anyone ever saying it to me,
but, "A white person doesn't marry a black person. " Now, I can't remember
one person saying that, but I learned that. It's the same with the prejudice
against homosexuals. I can't rem ember anyone teaching me that, but I
know I was taught it.

But, Ruth adds, another reason that people discriminate is because they
lack self-love:

With any kind of prejudice, part of it comes from insecurity. It's lack of
self-love, that whole thing of, "Why do you want power?" Why they want
power is they feel powerless. I think that's true. Men really do know we're
equal. And the ones who are the worst sexists are the ones who really in
their heart of hearts feel most powerless and most insecure and have the
least self-love.
Ruth finds the patriarchy's socialization everywhere, even in her own
classroom. She was shocked by an experiment one of her Women's Studies
classes did. On the board she listed categories of minority groups
including African-Americans, Mexican--Americans, Lesbians, and so on.
She then asked the class to write a list of adjectives for each group, the
first ones that came into their heads. The class, which was predominantly
female, then turned in their responses anonymously. Ruth waited until the
class met again to read the responses aloud:

The negative stereotypes were awful for every single category I put up
there. I mean, it was really bad. We had already talked about
discrimination enough that I thought some people's ideas would've started
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to change. I didn't think people in the class still thought those ways.

Ruth hopes that by recognizing their own prejudices the students in her
class would take steps to change their thinking. She admits that she's
always working to weed out her own socialized thoughts, and feels that
people should not become frustrated with themselves, but should instead
vow to make personal changes, with the understanding that being totally
cleansed of socialization is nearly impossible:

I think we really can't ever say we're 700% cured. If a man said, "/ can't
ever quite weed out all of my sexism, and get rid of this superior/inferior
stuff," I would say, "I understand you can't get it all out." But if I were to
say that as a white person to a black person, I don't know how they'd take
that. I feel it's a lifelong project of always trying to root it out... There are
blacks who think racist thoughts and a lot of women who think like the
patriarchy taught them to think about women. It 's hard. We do have to be
gentle with ourselves.

Ruth is trying to learn how to be more gentle with herself. She realizes
that her activism often eclipses her personal life to the point where
important needs of her own do not get met:

I have that problem and it's a woman's problem really. Women are taught
to take care of everybody else and that we're selfish if we take care of
ourselves----A/so, that was the same lesson I learned in my family.
Everybody had to focus on the elephant in the living room which is the
alcoholic. So, you neglect yourself and concentrate on the problem. But I've
been trying to learn. I'm aware of the problem and I'm working on it... / love
to go to the beach. I love to read. Love to travel.../ do those things----/
love to be with friends. So, I try and take care of myself. The danger is
always that I get overly involved with preparing for class, and taking care
of students and doing my NOW work, my domestic violence work. I can get
on overload very easily. I have to wat ch it.

91

\
She has kept a book since her college days of quotes by people she
admires. Many feminists fill the pages, women like Susan B. Anthony,
Elizabeth Cady Stanton, Lucretia Mott, Lucy Stone. "Those were wonderful
women," Ruth says. Men in the book include Martin Luther King and Gandhi:

They both got killed because they stood up for the things that I believe
in. Gandhi said, "Joy comes not in the victory but in the struggle." I think
that's an important quote. Susan B. Anthony of course said, "Failure is
impossible." And Martin Luther King said, "Love is the supreme value." He
really preached the message of love. Strength to Love is a wonderful book
of sermons, in which one of the themes throughout the book is the
importance of love, which obviously you have seen that I've picked up. Of
course, Jesus preached love. And Buddha preached respect and nonviolence and caring and love. Two religious people since I'm a religious
person.
Ruth's definition of religion is "living a life of love:"

Your religion is your daily life and I try to bring love in the world
through my teaching and my movement work.
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CONCLUSION
They came from all over the country--the Midwest, the South, New
England. Cathy's family moved to the United States from Great Britain.
They ventured all over this country and others. At some point, all five of
them settled in St. Petersburg. Iris moved on to Gainesville. The rest
remain.
Their backgrounds are diverse. Linda's family was the odd clan of a
small Midwest town. Artistic, liberal, and free-thinking, the Harpers cut
an unconventional swath through Sidney, Ohio. Raised in tiny Milford,
Massachusetts, Maria enjoyed a liberal upbringing, with politically active
parents, who encouraged discussing social issues and getting involved in
them. Cathy's family life was marked by austere poverty and repression.
As a child in Detroit and later St. Petersburg, Cathy had only two dresses
that she alternated for school. She felt she didn't fit in with the rest of
affluent America. Her British accent didn't help. Iris lived in isolation, one
of two black students at an all-white high school in rural Virginia. She
spent her adolescence studying alone. Ruth's parents battled alcoholism,
which tore the family apart, but instilled in Ruth the yearning to correct
the world's wrongs, a sentiment which took her from Quincy, Illinois, on
the Mississippi River, to Ghana, West Africa.
For a variety of reasons, all five became activists in their late teens
and early twenties. As was typical of the times, most started out with an
interest in the civil rights movement. The world was changing rapidly.
Young people dealt with the raging Vietnam War in Asia, and, here at home,
the assassinations of the Kennedys and Rev. Martin Luther King. Young
people became more aware of world politics, which opened their eyes to
America's problems: racism, classism, and eventually, sexism and
homophobia.
Women particularly faced a set of new issues. Historian Sara Evans
asserts in her book Personal Politics that young women in the 1960s and
1970s 'arrived at a feminist consciousness through an involvement in
other causes." This is true of the five women in this story. Each became
politicized through the awareness of her own oppression, an awareness
that came through involvement in other causes. Both Ruth and Linda
recognized that blacks were oppressed before they recognized that they,
as women, were oppressed, too. Their involvement in both the civil rights
and antiwar movements led to their joining the National Organization of
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women in the early 1970s. Fighting for abortion rights, the Equal Rights
Amendment, and domestic safety for women became as crucial for them as
fighting to eradicate racism.
Many young politically active women in the 1960s and early 1970s
became involved in movements through the men in their lives. Cathy
admits it was her first husband, a radical hippie opposed to the Vietnam
War, who opened her eyes to activism. The other four have strikingly
different stories. Iris ventured out into the world of civil rights before
meeting her husband. She later left the movement because of its men. Ruth
spent time in the Peace Corps, the civil rights movement, and the women's
movement before meeting her husband, who was unsupportive of her
activism.
Linda, a lesbian, never dealt with the issue of her activism threatening
the man in her life. But her lesbianism did qualify her for a different set
of complications. Lesbians were not always welcomed by the women in the
women's movement. Many feminists feared lesbians, and felt they had no
place within their movement. A lesbian in the front lines of a pro-choice
march seemed paradoxical. But, lesbians are women, too. Many have
wombs. Reproductive rights belong to every woman.
Maria found at the Amherst campus of the University of Massachusetts,
that she was ill-received by her sisters in the woman's movement. These
women objected to Maria's pregnancy, although she was married at the
time, reasoning that Maria was contributing to world overpopulation.
Maria's experiences were unique in that she found support and comfort in
the man in her life at the time. She attended several campus
consciousness-raising groups for women, but found them unappealing in
their narrow focus on what she calls a "Men Are Bad" agenda.
All four women who were married in the 1970s later divorced their
first husbands. Cathy and Maria married again much later. Ruth and Iris
have no plans to remarry. Linda is dating again after the break up of a long
term relationship with another woman.
They grew and settled into careers, bringing their politics and
awareness to their professions. Several of them found "accidental"
professions in the media, writing and editing for newspapers,
unexpectantly "falling into" jobs. Is it a coincidence that all of their
careers exist within the fields of media and academia, fields in which
"spreading the word" is possible? Maria spread the word with the 1985
publication of her book City of Green Benches: Growing Old In A New
Downtown, which details the impact of St. Petersburg's development on
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its elderly citizens. Her writing is also featured in The Culture of LongTerm Care, an anthology about nursing homes published in 1995.
Ruth, too, is at work on her own book, A New Vision of Love and
Feminism: Love, Be Safe, And Grow. She hopes to spread her own message
of feminism as "a vision and practice of love."
College instructors and editors, all five of these women acknowledge
that they grow from their work, politically and personally. Each confesses
that she initially wrestled with the moral implications of the career(s)
she chose: How would this benefit the world? Who could I help by doing
this? What am I contributing to the big picture? Maria changed gears more
than once, alternating between teaching and editorial writing for a
newspaper. She is now back in the classroom, a professor of anthropology
at New College in Sarasota.
These five reflect differently on their activism in the 1960s and 1970s.
For Ruth, it was just the beginning a lifetime committed to political
involvement. She has not slowed down. She remains active in women's
issues with organizations like NOW and with the Center Against Spouse
Abuse. Maria, too can be found at marches and demonstrations. She focuses
primarily on work to reform the welfare system and to help the homeless.
Linda is active in the gay and lesbian community and in the fight against
AIDS. Cathy, still haunted by the Vietnam War, says she was too
disillusioned by Vietnam's outcome to continue social protest. She says
her days of screaming in the streets for justice are, for her, limited to
that cause. Iris, after a disastrous stint with the Southern Christian
Leadership Conference in the 1970s in which she was sexually harassed
and degraded by men within the civil rights movement, became wary of
organized groups. She practices her own brand of "personal responsibility,"
to create change in her own life.
Though they practice different levels of activism now, Maria, Iris, Ruth,
Linda, and Cathy reaffirm the political activity of their youth. Although
some of what they did was counter-cultural, and sometimes illegal, they
continue to believe that their actions were right. Though Cathy would be
hard pressed to take to the streets again, she says she has no regrets
about her antiwar stance, having "never wavered" from then to now.
They share many things----belief systems, life experiences----and,
yet, each is an individual. They are united in their search for justice, their
daring, and their intrepidness. But each woman touches the world
differently, with her signature style. Linda saw firsthand the wild antics
of the Chicago 8 when she lived in that city in the early 1970s. She
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regarded group leader Abbie Hoffman as a genius for his ability to make
political protest fresh, interesting, and fun. Linda shares Hoffman's witty
approach to revolution. In fact, many in the gay and lesbian movement
share this political savvy. Groups like Queer Nation and Act Up, known for
their bold designs on placards and T-shirts, as well as dramatic
demonstrations, have taken the seeds that activists like Hoffman and
Jerry Rubin planted in the 1960s, and cultivated a new brand of social
action. Creative director at a graphics agency, Linda puts her own talents
to use by developing designs and slogans for bumper stickers and T-shirts
for AIDS groups.
Though they were involved mostly in leftist groups----the civil rights
movement, the anti-Vietnam movement----none of the women considers
herself a "liberal." Cathy is put off by "dyed-in-the-wool" liberals who
want to fix the world with idealism. She takes the issues as they come
and is strikingly conservative on several. She is both pro-choice and procapital punishment. She abhorred the Vietnam War but supported this
country's stance on the Gulf War. Iris feels political correctness and
multiculturalism on college campuses is a bunch of kowtowing to "overly
touchy" people.
Three of the women----Ruth, Maria, and Linda----consider themselves
feminists. By contrast, Cathy says, "I don't embrace feminism nor do I
reject it." Having attended several women's meetings held by staffers at
the St. Petersburg Times during the 1980s, Cathy realized that much of
"feminism" pertained to issues affecting middle-class white women, and
ignored working class women or women of color. Iris views herself more
as a "humanist" and stresses the need for a person to look after herself.
No matter what they call themselves, these five have done much for
women. They have done much for everyone. With humbleness, strength, and
compassion, they have lived lives of action and integrity. Their lives
shaped my life, as a young woman. And your life, as a citizen of the planet.
These women are bound to all of us. They faced a changing globe.
Hearing their own drums, they marched.
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